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Sir John Suite ^oleribge 

M. P. 

ilR MAJESTY'S SOLICITOR GENERAL 



SiH John, 

In the outset yon were Hud eoough 
spontaneously to express your interest in my 
work on tbe Worthies that form the (now) goodly 
Series of my privately-printed books : and snocess- 
ively I owe you many suggeBtive and pleasantly- 
worded letters, that como as so much sunlight into 
my study. By a gratifying coincidence too, while 
I was busied in preparations for it, you honoured 
me withyonr counsel to include Ubhrt VAiroHAH's 
' seonlar ' as well as ' sacred ' Poetry in the Fuller 
"Worthies' Library, I was OTeijoyed to find my 
own decision couflrmed by one whose judgment 
and taste few will challenge. 

I have now the pleasure to offer you Vols. 1st and 
Illrd. — first of Prose and Verse respeotiTely, — 
and in the Autumn I hope to add Vols. lid. and 
ITth.— Terse and Prose^eo making a complete 
collective edition of the Works of theSilnrist: 
and your approbation of what I have tried to do 
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irorthilf i^<^ without spariDg myself any labour 
that was likely to yield fruit, whether for the per- 
fecting of the text or Memoir or Essay or Notes, 
will be itself a life- treasured reward. 

I like to keep up the ancient osage of an 
Epistle-dedicatory, and if I were to fall in with 
tho ancient ways of the thing, I should revive 
for yourself the phrases of ' golden-mouthed ' and 
■ silver-tongued ', as the Fathers were wont to 
speak. I rejoice to &nd such a Chief as Willum 
EwABT GiLADbiONE BUTTounding himself with the 
' migbties' that compose his Cabinei— and may ^^ 

one temporarily retired be soon restored : it need- .^ 

eth not that he be named. Farther, If the 
present occupant of the wool-sack secures the con- 
fidence and reverence of the Kation, the Nation 
may well be proud of two such sons as Sib Johk 
Ddkb Colkbidob and Sm Eouimiu, Paliieb, 
available and destined for the same august post 
{Orod sparing). Chabacisb — high and pure, and 
' gentle ' beyond gentility— does count, especially 
in union vrith intellect and eloquence that mate 
with the giants of the elder timd. 
I am. Sir John, 
Yery respectfully and faithfully, 

ALEXANDER B. QROSART. 
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IHusfnticns in ^ol. I. 



Nm. n, uid IV, Kttttt in miial lirg« p> 

clDBlTflt)' In tUonRCed ita. 
L LmriK NiWTON, tdrUi'pluB ot Hekut ^ 

tiUe-pace. (trom an olgbuil pbotosnftli bj OufitTBS of 

IL Fac-ilnills oC buidwitdng uiil nnldgnph (From tlie DriElniU In 

BdlCor'i pouwion b; FHAKCIS} : - ■ FkIiii page lU. 

fulug dUfr-ia^ In 8to. 
m. an»4tona of HittHT Tiughab - - Fining ptgt iItI. 

(fmn mlglnal pboOgraiib by OBiFrrrES c( Bncon) 
IT. FaolmUa of Ant Utls-page at BlLSI ScmTILLAIIS (latO) 

■bswlDK Uie Emblem, (trom original bj Famca In 4bi : b; 

HadUK. UaodonaU k Co. In 8to.) ■ ■ ■ Facing page T. 
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pWBawT ia my privilege once more, bs in Fdileb, 
^B^^ WA?HBocKNii, the three FL£icHEBa, Siit 
BjIB} JoHir Datie3, Sib John Beadmoht, 
Lord Bbooke, &o. &c., to be the firbt to collect 
and edit the Works in Veree and Prose, sacred 
and aecular, of Henrt Vauohaji, Siluriat.' For 
hitherto the pretty little volume of SolectioDa 
frum his Saored Poetry, lovingly hut most un- 
criticaUy edited by the Rev, H. F. Lyte (1847) 
haa been the only reprosentative of his genius 
that can be said to be known. It would he diffi- 
cult to over-e3tiinat« ' Silex Scintillana ', as it 
were to be ingrate, not to recogniae the service 
rendered by Ifr. Lyte: but Taughan's Secular 
Poems and translations and occasional pieces, es- 
pecially those of "Olor Iscanus" and "Thalia 
Bediviva " have all the deeper and thought-rich 
characteristics of his Sacred, and veinin^ and 

' See eipUnation of this cojpiomeQ in UenoiuJ- 
Introduction, pages zs., ziziii. 
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felicitous touches peculiar to thcmsolves, while 
his Pbobe — original and interpretative — is rich, 
veighty, memorable, partiiking of the meditative 
grace and graciousness and aroma of the great 
Elizabethan age. In an Essay on the Life and 
Life- Work and Writings of our Worthy, I give 
the result of a many-yeared Study of this very 
notable Thinker and Singer.' 

In the Book-Market the original and early 
editions of the eight small volumes that make np 
the Works, could not be parchased under fifty 
pounds, and in no public or private Library known 
to me, is there anything approaching a complete 
collection. As I write this the uniqtte exemplar 
of the thin duodecimo of "'ITialia Rediviva " 
(lfi78) entrusted to us by its possessor— the Rev. 
Thomas Corser, M.A., Sector of Stand, near 
Manchester — has fetched at his sale in London 
£8 8s., or double the cost of even our quarto 

' Preflied'to Vol. lid. I have introdnced into thu Essay 
VBtiooa UiiDgB that vere origiuiilly intended for the 
MemoriBl-Iatrodaction, but which deepening and g^'ow- 
ing on me, demanded scpar&te treatment in order not to 
ofor-load Uie llomoir. Thii ia here noted bacauso in 
annotatiDg there are referoDcee to points aa dealt with in. 
the Memorial -Introduction that must now be looked for 
in the GsBay. 
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illustrated edition of tie entire 'Works, and weight 
for weight in pure gold. 

Our edition, as in all our Worthies, reproduces 
the exact t«xt of the Author throughout. It is 
the more necessary to announce this from the 
Tery unhappy blunderings of Mr. Lyte's volume, 
and of ita reprint in 185B — though the latter was 
a decided advance on the previous one. I do not 
deem it ezpedicut permanently to record all the 
errors of omission and of commission, of alteration 
and (so-called) ' improvement ' perpetrated in the 
volumes of 1847 and 1858. Specimens were 
given in our Prospectus : others are necessarily 
adduced in our Essay as supra. Wherever 
annotation seemed called for it is given : and 
full and minute Indices are appended. Yols. 
1st. and lid. contain the Vbbsb : 1st. Sacred 
lid. Socijlar. Vols. Hid. and IVth. the Peosk. 
We have translated the Latin Poetry, never 
before in the slightest way done — aiming at 
fidelity to the thought rather than to the mere 
words. As an Appendix to Yol. lid. is aUemoir 
of the SUurist's twin-brother Tbouab, and hia 
Poetry, English and Latin. 

Our edition of these Works is furnished in 
three forms faj In small 4to. with a number of 
original and specially-prepared land-scapo and 
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other illuatratioDs by FRincn' pboto-cliromo- 
lithograph process, from photographs takon chiefly 
by Qeiffuhs of Bbrcon expressly for ub : nega- 
tives and stones alike being erased on completing 
our limited number of impressions. These are 
strictly limited to 50, and like ourCaisHiW being 
prepared, were all taken up within a few weeks of 
the issue of our Proposals. At the close of the 
present Volume I ^re the names of those who 
have thus responded to our wish to do special 
honour to the memory of ihe Silurist; fbj Our 
usual large paper (8vo) in 106 copies and ^(J Our 
small paper (12mo.) 156 copies. 

It is my pleasant duty to acknowledge with all 
thankfulness the lavish co-opcralion of many 
friends towards rendering our Vauohah more 
worthy of welcome. In our Hcmorial-Introduo- 
tions and in our Essay, the names of such appear 
in the places : but I must specify five particular- 
ly, viz. Dr, Bbinslet Nicholsoh, Eev. J. H. 
CtABK, MA., West Dereham, Norfolk, W Alms 
WwflHT, Esq., M..\., Tiinity College, Cambridge, 
his Honour Thomas Falcokes, Esq., Judge ^f 
the County Court, Uonmouthshire, and Josefs 
Joseph, Esq., F.S.A., Brecon. 

And now as humbly yet gratefully conscious of 
herein supplying a real dtiidtralum, I leave the 



Digiiizodb, Google 



"Works of Henbt Tauqhah to make their own 
assured waj to many heads and hearts of the best 
among ua. If I were a saint- worshipper I should 
pray to our Worthy as the Catholic to fiendedict 
in Paraditiu Animts : 

" Oh make our lifs and death Iik« thioo 
In rule of holy diicipljno, 

Thiit like to thine our crown may be." 

ALEXANDER B. GROSART. 

15, St. Alban'b Place, 
BLACEBun-j, Lancasbibe, 
1st. SIabcr, 1871. 
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aiEE the most potent force of Nature, the 
1 life of 

was, in Siblc phrase, ' hidden '. There was th« 
true fire of genius within him, but abiding rather 
as the silcDt electricity than as the out-flashing 
lightning, with its clamour of thunder. Bo that 
the outward fauts of his Life are few and simple, 
and do not need long to tell. The inner facta on 
the other hand, are of deep and wide reach, and 
m a special Study of both the man and his 
Writings, I have sought to bring these out, 
eo as to lead to a very much higher recogni- 
tion of the Silurist than hitherto. To our Essay 
therefore wc utTite the Reader to tarn for the 
sigoiflcances of a lowly and beautiful Life and 

' Emy on the Life and Writmgi of Henry Taagbaa : 
prefixed to Vol. Ud. 
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an unique and remarkable Poetry — a ufe a-thrill 
io the onteet with a raptnre of pussiou for some 
' fair one ', comparable with what we havo found 
in the love-verse of Loan £bookg and Peineas 
Fleiceeb ; and later, mellowed into apathetically 
humhle and intcnee Christian 'hood, and a Fobtut 
transfigured with the white light of personal 
experience, and autobiography, and personal 
interrogations and answerings on Xature and the 
God of Nature, antidpative of William Wohdj. 
wuEtH and Shellet. Hebe I wish only briefly 
to record such alight and inadequate memoriala as 
remain at this lute day — following in the footsteps 
and now confirming and now correcting and enlarg- 
ing the fine Memoir by the Rev. H. F. Lite, a 
Singer who in some of his Hymns has proved 
himself not unworthy of his master. 

It were very easy to shew from manifold 
authorities, that the descent of our Worthy was 
through bluest of blue blood. But albeit, he was 
nicely cartful to mark his line among the many 
lines of the Yiuobahs, by placing 'Silurist' after 
his name,' — of which more anon— he has pro- 

' Hr. L7t« sayB Yanghan wsb bo designated bj his 
contemporaries ; but it was his own elected title, as is 
•i1deiio«d b; its appearance so earlj as in hia Latin 

Yaiua to Dr. Fawall and in hii own title-pagea. 
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KEHOBIAL-INTBODCCTIOIT. XXI. 

noonced his veidict on such boaste too BUggeatively, 
to make it of any great importance to trace its 
Bource and flowings. Interpreting as ia his vout 
rather than translating Severikdh, he thus 
ahases heraldic vanities, in one of the gcma of 
' Thilia Redivita ' — recovered and reprinted by 



All Bortt of men, that live on Earth, 
Have one beginaiog and one birth. 

For all tbioga there is one Father, 

Who layB out hU, tuid sll doth gather. 

He the warm huh with raya adomB, 

And fills with brightnea tbe moan's horns. 

The aznt'd hcar'ni with stara Ue burouh'd. 

And the round world with creatuiee fumish'd. 

But KIN — mada to inherit all, — 

His own sons. He was pleas'd to call. 

And that they might be lo indeed. 

He gave them ionls of dlrine se^ 



I nUTINCIIOK, AKS ALL KIN. 

ray eo TAtitLT dob bomb boast 

IIKTU ADD BLOOD, AND A OHEAt noSTl 
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xxu. uauoBiiL-iKTitoDrcTios. 

Uulew, to vice and lewdnesa bent, 
He leftTBB and tainto hif true detceot. 

Leaving then the minufim of descent to be 
followed oat in the dignified county- Histories, as 
Jonicb's BrKknoekthir»,^ and 'Boyal ' and' Noble ' 
and ' Qentiy ' family-histories and the treasures 
of the HorleiaD MSS. and the like in the British 
Uuseom — all easily accessible — I content myself 
with the more prominent names and things. 

FisBi. The name Vadohim under the deft 
manipulation, or to speak more justly, the affluent 
lore of Dr. William Bell in bis Puck and his 
Folklore, illustrated from tho SuperstitionB of all 
ITationB*, has a aubstratom of semi-mythic, semi- 
historical asBOciationa, that carry us back wonder- 
ingly to the earliest forma of human belieb, 
linking it to the 'numen Bang or Vaug, as a 
synonym or addition to the Penine Jupiter ' and 
to ' the small town of Bang ' in India, with its 



1 Hr. Lyt« not more HTArely than righteooilj cebukee 
tb«onlpable ignoiauoe and blnndaring of Jonea in hia scao- 
tj notice* of enr Vanghan and hia brother. Tbs modBm 
Welah ore aatoimdiDgly nu-Uterarj, to put it mildly. I 
bava had limply to put aaide aa vorthleai, Wslab notioBa 
of OUT Worthy. It were endless to correct ttieii miatakei. 

* 9 vols, cr. Sto. IM2. 
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HEVORIAI-IKTHODrCTIOV. XX Ut. 

Bocrcd caves, and — mirabilt dietu !—' the district 
of Bvxh-Ka in Scotland, with its root ' Puch ', and 
BO throQgh the entire history and mystery as 
Puritan Fbakcib Robirts wonld have said, of the 
ophitic worship and of ' Pnck.' Then, in another 
direction, as explanatory of the ooat-of-anua of 
the Yuttghana of Breckuookshire— whence onr 
Taughau came — viz., in heraldic phraseology 
' sahle three boys heads, eoupid at the shoulder, 
argent, armed, or, each having a snake wreathed 
round hia neck, proper ' [= as it appears in nature, 
or as a whole, the ground black and the boys 
heads and snakea, of the natural colours] we 
have this Note of the same Antiquary and 
Scholar:' "The name Vangh or Baoghan or 
on fthe boy), was no doubt sog^estire of this 
coat, and most appropriately-" 

' Tot. I. pp 107-S. Miu Coolie, ai oDward, ht* 
kindly sent ma elAborste explanationa of the vuioua 
ways in wtiich tbe ilueldB of tiie VAuonAiia are exe- 
cuted and of t^e meauingB of Uie heraldio phraaeology. 
I moit refer readera deairoua to know these to the 
Heraldry treatiua. But I nat« that the Vaughan legend 
or motto i» ' Innocentea sicnt pnpri, aagacee «icut sarpen- 
tea'andin Walih'Aayra Ian diogel ei plerchen' = of* 
good coDsdeooe, gnileleaa, is the possesaor '. 

' In the " Hutory of QaTcl-Kind by 8i1a» Taylor, Gont 
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To those of OS wlio are of the Exsoterics in 
nich recondite learning, it ia somewbftt perplexing 
to find ' Taugb ' transmuted into ' Baug ' that is 
Teughen into Baugan, or conversely. Had it 
been Yaugon it might have passed : but one 
shnigB shoulders incrednlously over Tanghan as 
«■ Bang, Buch, Fuck, especially when the corol- 
lary is a binding up of the name with old, dim, 
awful religious rites. And yet in the British 
Museum we came on a Genaan Iranslation of one 
of Vftughan's twin- brother's magic- chemic hooka 
dated so late as 1705, wherein he appears as 
Thomu D£ Yaqui. B3 all thii as it may, no 

(4to IS.tS) ths legend ie thus given : "Moreiddig Warwjn : 
be wubern with an adder about bis neck, for which cbusa 
he forsook his patenul coat, and gare the three children's 
heads, their necks enwTsppvd about vith so many snakes 
proper Ao. and of him are issued the Vaughans of Breck- 
nockshire, and many other gontlemen who are termed 
Tylwyth Moreiddig " (p 22). May one be profene enough 
to ask if in Welsh the votd for ' navel-string * aajwise 
reoemhUs 'snake'? Here probably lies the solationof 
the ' mystery ', though in suggesting it I may diaw down ■ 
upon myself wrath as vohemont as ever Edie OobUtres 
did by bia homely demobtion of 'The Antiquary's' 
gTHcd vision. Qnillim adds gravely in telling the snake 
tradition, " a matter not impossible, but very improbable": 
{edition 1660, p 217). 
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student will regret consulting the work whence 
these " endleas genealogies " have been fetched. 

Second, The following tabulated statement — 
wherein we include only the main names— leads 
ap to one unexpected name and relationship, of 
rare biographic interest — as will appear in the 
sequel. 

I. Sir Roqer Vaubhait of Brtdwariint, 

married QL*Dwa, daughter of Sir David 0am, 

who formed one of the retinue of King Henry V, 

in his expedition to France, and was killed at 

the battle of Agineourt. The widow (' Gladws 

or Gladwys ') subsequently married Sir William 

ap ThomoB, and by him heoame the mother of 

William Herbert, earl of Pembroke. 

This Sir Bogor Vaughan, who as above is 

believed to have fallen at Agincourt, and with 

Sir DaTid Gam, to have been knighted on the 

field while dying, had by Gladwys : 

1. WAtTEB, (Query— 'Wutkin'?) his 
eldest son, who is mentioned among the 
gentry of Herefordshire, in the return of the 
Commissioners, 12 Henry TI : (Fuller's 
WortKiii, Herefordshire.) 

2. TnovAi, generally styled Thomas ap 
Sosser Vychan, or ' Vighnnn ' as the clerk of 
Court wrote the addition in the rollfi of the 
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3. BooBR, afterwards Sir Roger Tanghan, 
of Tratowor, who cornea as the next leading 
name: 

II. Sib Roobs TAroH&n of TVttewtr, who 
with his brotlicr Thomas joined the arm; of 
10,000 Welshmenimder the command of the 
Earl of Pembroke and met his death in the 
battle, — so disastrous to the Welsh,— of Danes- 
more, near BanbuTy, 26th, July X469. 

This Roger Yaughan married (1) Dbnts, 
daughter of Thomas ap Philip Yaughan, (2) 
Uargaret danght^ of Lord Audley and widow 
to Lord Powys. 

III. fiiE Thomas Vluohan Ent of iy»totetr, 
who by order of the Duke of Qloucester, after- 
wards Richard Hid., was beheaded at Fomfret, 
with the Earl Rivers and others, in 1483, for 
their fidelity to the young king Edward Y. 
This is the Yanghan— as hereafter noted— 
of Sbakeepeare's ' Richard Hid.' 

This Sir Thomas Yanghan, married Cibsel or 
Cissil [^Cecilia ?] daughter of Uorgan ap Jenkin 
Philip of Owent Iscoed. 

lY. Heitst YiusHAtr, of li-«tow»r : married 
Anne, daughter of Christopher Thn^imorton, by 
a daughter of Sir John HorJey of Brampton 
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firyan Ent.' Ricbard Harley, Esq., son of Bir 
John Harley, had prerioUBly come into the 
family, having married Catherine, daughter of 
Sir Thomas Yaaghan of Tretower {nipra). The 
Harleys onvard also intermarried with the 
Vaughans, andHergest Court Vaughan-estates 
are held now by Lady Langdale through this 
line. 

y. Chribtofhek VaushaSj of Tritowtr, 
oldest eon, married Qulidis, daughter of John 
ap UoTgaD, sister of Edwaid Games. [- Qam, 

TI. WiLLiAK Tacohim, of Tr»tov>9r, Gskat- 

OBBAT-OB A DDFITEEB. 

He married the Lady Fsancks, daughter of 
Thomas Somerset, 3d son of Henry, earl of 
■Worcester, [= great-great-grandmother not great- , 
grandmother as inUr. Lyte's Memoir]. 

Til. Cearlb) Tadqhait: GsBAi-enAiin- 

He married a daughter of Thomas Korton by a 
daughter of William Aubrey LL.D. 



' The mother ot Henrj Lok the Poet was an Anne 
Taughan, and tbe family iDterroarried with the Throg- 
morions. See our Hemorial- Introduction h> Henry Lok 
in the Fuller Worthiei' Miecellaniea, Vol. 11^ 
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Viri. Thomas VArnnm of r«io«-#r and 
i^'i)iffott:ORiMiFATiiKB:[= brother to Charles]: 

IX. Hejiuf Vacghas of Tretower and 
Newton : Fatheb. 

X. Twio-sons : HexEi VAUonAM ' Silnrist ' 
and Thomas Vauquan.' 

' These gcDcalogicat details and othen throughout, hava 
■been gathered from very maoy authorities, including M33. 
in the Uaileian coUectione and very eitt'nsive onea made 
by Mr. Joseph of Brecon, u telow, anda capital tractate hy 
It. W. Banks, Esq., of Kington, on the Family of Vaughan 
of Uer^eet (1B71). I would offer my beat thanks to Miaa 
Cooke of the Crcen, ShoUesley Kinga, Worcorter and her 
Irother W. H. Cooke, Eaq., who are the kat repraaentativea 
of thepreemineutl}- renowned Picaud family, who held the 
Vaughan estate of the Tower. Scctbrog, lon^ prior to the 
Vaughina, thoao eatates pnasLDg to the Vaughana it ia 
belisTed by intormHrriiiKe aa foUowa: Margaret widow 
of VVilli.Lm Vau^han, elil<nt aon of Charles Vanghan, 
eldest BOD of William Vaughan who married Frances d. 
ofTho-naa 3rd son of Ilvnry earl of Worcester, married 
for hor leeond bnaland Morgan, and their poaterity 
assumed the name of Vaughan. Her g. grand son by her 
2nd huaband (called) Chatlea Vaughan, died 1707, m. 
Uargaret d. of Hugh Powel who brought the mansion of 
of Scelhrog to her husband. It were well if this Family- 
Hiatory were fully and accurately written. I haTO alao to 
acknowledge iradj help rendered by Joseph Joseph, Esq., 
F.S.A., Brecon, Hev. J II. Clark, M.A., Wwt Dereham, 
and Dr. Tregellfci of Plymouth. 
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Theie may suffice : and the memorable hil to 
Thich these names lead up — oa intimated — is, Uiat 
HtNUT Vauobah and Qioege Hebbebt weie of 
kin by marriage. Sib John Dantebs, atep-father 
of the " Bweet Singer " of " The Temple ", had for 
grandmother the Lady Lucy (Somerset), daughter 
of the second Earl of Worcester, who married Joha 
Neville, fourth Lord Latimer, and she was sister 
to Eleanor (Somerset), the wife of Sib E»w4bj> 
ViUGHiM of Tretower, not named above, as 
I am unable to place him in the Pedigrees. 

Thus through the marriage of the second 
Earl of Worcester with a daughter of tho 
Herbert family, viz. ; as his second wife Magdalen 
widow of Richard Herbert, Esq., of Montgomery 
Castle, the two Poets were related, if remotely— 
George Herbert also having married Jane, d. 
of Charles Danvers, Esq., of the Danhy family, 
as tho Peerages tell. We place this beeide that 
other thing of the Poeta of the " ProgresB of the 
Soul " and of " Tho Taak " — Donne and Cowper 
— beingof sameblood. Onr Worthy's reverence for 
Geobob Hrbbekt as his spiritual ' father' in the 
crisis of his life, pivbably mode him aware of this 
link between them,' Subeidiarytothemore notice- 

' I tm none the lesa obliged to the preeoDt 8U 
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able relatioDship is ariothor vorth mentioning, 
TJz , that it is probable that tht Sm Cbibles 
EoERTOH, Enight, to whom Tnughan addresses 
the Epiatles-dedicatory of the " Mount of Olivea," 
aod of " Flores Solitadinis " and with whom he 
claims blood-kindred, was of the Taughan-Som- 
ersete.' 

To those familiar with the family-hiatory of 



Philip Egerton, of Ouiton, that I am nnabla at present 
to verify his Si,mily-M,t& on tit Sir CharUa Egertou 
ivpra, vhich he ha« been so good aa to send me. It 
Bscms eitnordioary that little or nothing ahunld be 
known of oar Vaughan's Sir Charles Egerton. He ia 
callvdb;hiiii 'knight' : no ' Enighthood ' anthority gires 
bis name. It may have been a foreigri unrecogDised hon- 
our. See Eesay prefixed to Vol. lid tor all we have been 
able to collect on htm ; where also are given curious 
details of the Spanish Guevaras in England, in relation to 
Vaugban'B randering of Ouevare's " Counlrie Life." 
' It is he noted here in view of after-facts that Jane 1th 
daughter of Henr^ Somereet, second earl of Worcester, 
married Sir Edwurd Munsell, and that their daughter 
Mary married Christopher Turberville, Esq., of Penline 
Through the third daughter Anne again, married to 
Thomas Percy, 7th earl of Nortbamherland, and Locy, 
their daughter, married to Sir Edward Stanley, of Tonge, 
came the celebrated 'YcnOia', wife of Sir Eenelme 
Digby. 
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'Wales, these names,- reluted and inter-related, will 
reoal classic events and regions, and vast territor- 
ial posticssions, as held by the Yauosans. Prom 
Credoc Fraich-Fi-as, knight of the Round Tahle 
of King Arthur to Aginconrt — and from the 
Pieards of the Tower, Seethrog, — whose names 
appear on the Roll of Battle Abbey and in tradi- 
tions of fair ticardy, reach back to almost mytho- 
logical-times, — to the Civil Wars of ihe Common- 
wGulth, and on through the ' Princes ' of Wales 
and other historic personages, our Poet's fiimily 
vere of the foremost in position and achievement, 
although Wohdsworih's portrait of another holds 
of him : 

"The calm deliBW 

Ol'iinambitioua piety he ctioss. 

And leamiDg'B solid dignity ; tbongh bom 

Uf knightly i&ce, dot wanting powerful friends." 

The chief residence of the VixfOHAiis of whose 
' clan ' tho 8ilunst came, was Teetowee Caetlb 
in the parish of Cwmdu. What now remains 
of this many-legended stronghold — hoary still, 
if shattered and ruinous — is shewn in our 
reproduced-photograph.' When Tretower fell 
into decay from the absence of its lords "in lists 

' In iUustrated 4to only : Vol. Jllrd. 
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and tented fields " of their stormy periods, the 
Family migrated t« Sketbrock or Scethrog, so 
named irom Brochwell Ys-cythrog, prince of 
Fowys, to whom it had descended from his mother, 
who was a daughter of Brychan of Brycheinog, 
and subsequently through conqaest to the famous 
FiCABns already named.' Uore memorable still, 
Halone makes it appear that Khakespearo here 
found, on a personal Tisit, the word ' Puck '. 
Certes Cwm-Pooky ('Goblin's Vale') remains, 
a "sweet stream-fed glen" aa Dante Roshbiti 
sings : but seeing that ' Fuck ' occurs in the 
Hoinance of Cosur de Lion and Piers the Plow- 
man, in Arthur Golding'a Ovid and in Sjionser'a 
' Epithalaraium ', onu must hesitate to accept 
the ttaditioQ, while wiahiog to believe it. 

The whole of the places enumerated and about 
to bo enumerated, lie within Siluoia, and as 
already indicated it must have been with a 
definite intention to mark this that the Poet 
wrote 'Siluriat' after his name. This affirmed 
his claim to be of the great line of the Vychans 
in Siluria. Nor was it mere vanity. For in 
itself the name Yychan— in English Yaughan— 
simply means 'little' or 'junior' — being a 
D epithet borne by a son whose father was 

t 6ea reprodnoed-photognph in Tol. Ilird 4to. 
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of the Bomo Christian name, or by a son >€ a 
second marriuge whose Christian name was the 
same— by on odd Welsh oustom— as a son of thu 
first mariiago. So that by ' Siluritt ' Henei 
Vauohan ranked himaulf of tho Yychanaid 
(Vaughans) of Brecknockshire— a princely race. 

Proud descent! and remembered by our Poet. 
Nevertheless all was worn meekly as ever 
" Ca-olara " did hur's — adopting the gentle 
Habington's words : 

" Soch hig genius, as no arts 

Have tnriohed with borrow'd grace ; 
HiH hijjh birth no prido imparts. 
For he blushes in his plsoe : 
Folly booata a glorious blood, 
He is Dolileiit bciog good." 

The grandfather of our Worthy (Thomas 
Vaughan of Tretower) was the first of tho Family 
to pass from Tretower to Sctthrog or Newton — 
about fire miles distant, in the parish of Llan- 
saintfread. The Poet adheres la tho dating of bis 
Epistles-dedicatory to the elder name '[Skethrock 
near Usk ' — more mindful of the ' Bock ' against 
which his loved Usk murmured than of the ' Hog ' 
of Ys-cythrog'. Here the son of Thomas — his 
name Henkt— whose wife is somehow not known 
—had the gift of twin-aons, viz : Henry, our 
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"aweet-Singer" and Thomas— in the year 1621- 
22. The Begislers of Llangaintfread have all 
perished previous to 1713'— spite of the Church 
and Parish being under the vigil of St. Frcad — and 
hence the name. But the grave-stone iascription 
'aged 73' in 1695, takes us back to 1621-22 as 
the birth-date. 

If ever Poet had a poet's birth-place it was 
the Silnrist; and in our Essay we shew its influ- 
ence on his genius, and with what " seeing eyes ", 
oeleatially pooetratiVe, he looked around him. 
Girdled with groat mountains — the Brecknock- 
shire Beacons ' lar off' — and grandly and various- 
ly-Wooded, and glittering with ' secret waters ' 
where ' the lilies breathe ', it presents such 
Bcenery as few countrios can match, reminding 
one of SwitSerland and the Tyrol. The church 
LiAKsAiNTFaBAS and the village of Scethboo and 
the house of Lower Kewtoh are admirably taken in 
our reproduced -photographs.* You have a lovely 
glimpse of the TTsk at Skethrog, fronting the title- 
page of Volume III.' Scethrog has long been a 

■ The piescmt Sector of Llansaintfread (Bsv. Thomas 
'Watkins, M.A.) made every poatible enquiry for ma witli 
craditable interest id the fame oC the Poet. 

* Ab before, in illiutrated iUioaly. 
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comparatively lowly farm-house. The Traveller 
along the old- fash ion ed roud between Ciiukhowcl 
and Brecon will do well to ' turn aside ' and look 
at it. Fuiling that, our photograph— prefixed as 
the ^ntispiece of the present volume — gives its 
presentment to the very life' To us this Birth- 
place is better than pseudo-consecrate places. One 
marvels how Williah and V^rt Howitt missed 
such a shrine for their " Homes and Haunts." 

At the age of eleven t. s., in 1631-2, Ma9[<;ra 
Henry and Thumas were sent for their cdacation 
— following on home-tuition probably— to the 
Rev. Matthew Herbert, rector of Llaugattock, 
within pleasantly easy reach of ' Scethrog '. Very 
beautiful is the love and reverence and gratitude 
through long afttir-years of the ' twins ' for their 
Teacher. Among the Secular and in the Appen- 
dix of Thomas Vaughan's Verse, several fincly- 
tonched Latin poem-addresses to him bear witness 
thereto. The Reader might do worse than pause 
to read these in the original and in our tmnslatioa 
of the former.' Another noticeable and to-be- 
noticed Latin poem " Ad Posteros ", with meekly- 

* Ai before, in illustrated Ito only. 
' Seo alio in the plncas, slight notices of tho good 
Uatthew Herbert. 



Digitized by Google 



XXZTl. KBMOaiiL-lKTBODCCrlOW. 

proud, proadly-meek BeU'-consciousness gathers 
into itself nearly all the Facts of our Poet's life 
thus far. It too ought now to be read.' 

Leaving Liako&ttock after ' edz years ' resid- 
ence there, the twin-brothers in I63B or in their 
eighteenth year, proceeded to Oxford and 'entered' 
at Jesus College. The Registers of the time are 
exceedingly faulty and inaccurate in the College 
and indeed of the UnireTsity, and the name of 
Vaughan is somewhat frequent. But in both, a 
' Henry Taughan' appears under ISittt, who may be 
accepted as the Silurist, inasmuch as in ' Euchar- 
istica Oxotticnsia' (1641) there ia a 'copy' of 
English Verses to the King signed * 5. Yaughan, 
les. Col. ' while to distinguish himself from him 
another Henry Yaughan signs ' Fellow ' of Jesus. 
The Yolnme is entitled " In Carol! Aegis e iicotia 
reditum gratulatoria " and our Poet's ' Congratu- 
lation' is qaaiotly charactetistic — breathing his 
life-long mystic-Eoyalism and homage to the 
' diTinity ' that doth ' hedge a king ', and for 
vhich to imprisonment he suffered. This Poem 
■eems to have been altogether overlooked. It 
is given by us among his Secular Poetry. It 



> BeeSecnluFaetiyinVoLU 
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is really the sole memorial of his being a ' son ' 
of Jesus College. 

Of bis employment vhilc at the UnivcrBity and 
of hia associates, his address " To his Books " and 
on the ' Library of S'k Thomas Bodlet, ' in 
Thalia Eediviva, suggest even thos early bookish 
tastes, while the ' testimonies ' after the maaner 
of the age prefixed to " Olor Iscanus " and 
" Thfilia Eediviva " and poems therein addressed 
to various individuals, probably preserre the names 
of former'foilow-students «.j. "I. Rowlandaon," 
" friend James ", " to his retired friend " " R. 
W. ", "I. W. " " N. W. ", " I. Ridsley", "E, 
Hal ", " T. Lewes." There is no record of his 
having taken any degree at his College. The 
"Eucbaristica Oxoniensia" being dated 1641 
informs us tbat in that year or at least 1640, he 
was still in residence. The years remind us of 
epoch-making events preceding and immediately 
succeeding. Wheu ho left Oxford is not known. 
"Whither he went on leaving seems to be deter- 
mined by his evident familiarity with literary 
society in London, as— to cite only a single witness 
— hia "Rhapsodic" in the immortal "Globe 
Tavern " reveals. Alexander Chalmera says bia 
iathcr aent bim to London to study law. Uore 
of this elsewhere. 
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By 1C41 he was in his tweuty-firet year, and 
iis first volume, " Poems by Henry Yaughan, 
Geat ", which appeared in 1646, in its lateDsity 
and wiatfulneas of love-rerse gives attestatiuu to 
the " old old story " having held of ;hini. Who 
his "Amorefand "Etesia" — one or two? — were, 
has not been aaceilained. Let us hope a bundle of 
Letters may some day come to light up present 
shadows. His " wild blood " led him evidently 
tax, though the penitence of his at'ter- withdrawal 
of the "Poema" of 1646 is exaggerate to gro- 
tcsqueness. 

The year 1646 in which these 'Poems' went 
forth is memorable also to the student of the 
great dominating Lite of the century, from a 
Letter written by Oliver Cromwell to his daughter 
full of all softest charities and tenderness and lore 
and faith. As by a lucky accident we have in our 
Library (from that of the Marquis of Has'lngs) a 
copyof Thomm ViCQHAN'a "Magia Adamica", 
with the Book-plate of the Protector — pointing 
perhaps to some untraced intfrest in the Writer — 
ve have reproduced it in fac-simile (in Vol. 
lid.), and beside it place a fac-simile of above 
Letter. Given the opportunity thus to reproduce 
it, and correct Corlyk's text, wo should hardly 
have been pardoned if we Lad not availed onr- 
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wives of it, even though the connection of 
Tanghan be too alight in itwlf to associate it 
with bim. 

Dates arc eoiTOvfoUy lacking: but haTing 
either in London or Edinburgh, or in some con- 
tinental UniveraitT tskcn hi^i diploma of Doctor 
of Medicine — search and reBearch fur and wide, tn 
which I have been generously aided, have failed 
to come on his name anywhere— he began his 
' practice ' in the town of Bkbcoh— then ' Breck- 
nock ', as in Shakespeare's " gone to Brteknoek " 
(Hichard III., iv. 2.) — who has also introduced 
Sir Thomas Vaughan and his " fair son Edward "— 
(Richard IH. ii. 4, v. 1.) His Verae-Letter 
to his " retired fjicnd " acquaints us tiiat he 
found in the county-town uncongenial society— 
with every allowance for a touoh of misanthropyj 
and if I err not professional jealouucs manifested 
toward him. We find him accordingly by lf!47 
(at latest) once more dating from " Sketh-rook ". 
Here he became the Villege and 'Country' 
Doctor ; and what that means, is it not written iu 
the Hone Subaeciva of Dr. John Brown? From 
hence too went forth snoccssively his email 
thought- packed, genius-charged Volumes.' Our 
reprodnced-photogrophe give life-like presenta- 
tions of the Village of 8cethr<^ and of Lower 
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Hewtoa.' I simply name now their titles : " Silex 
ficintillHna' (16J0)— "Olor laeanus'' (1651)— 
"Mount of Olives" (1652)— " Flores Solitudi- 
nis" (1654)— "Silei Seintillans " Fart Second 
(1655)- "Hermetical P by sick " (1655) and 
" Thalia Bediviva " (1678.) On all these hooka 
we dvell adequately and critically in their places. 
Thither we refer the reader.* 

Henbt Yacghih wob married, and had iasne t 
but again the light is dim. Mr. Lite says : " He 
was twice married, and had by hia first wife, two 
sons and three daughters, and by the second, one 
daughter".' The most persistent research all 
round and among all likely sources, has failed to 
confirm this — none of Mr. Joseph's elaborate 
Pedigrees noticing a second mnniage. Bat inas- 
much as Mr. Lite assures us he made personal 
enquiries with all carefulness, we feel inclined 
to accept the statement on hia authority. The 
name of neither wife has been transmitted. 
Of two daughters alone have I discovered anything. 
One named ' Luce ' was married to Jenkin Jones of 

' As before. In Ulastrated iU> odIj: the formar ia Tol. 
Illrd. 

* £ssay as before. 

■EdiUoa of tiilex Seintillans (18171: Biogrkpbical 
Sketch p. zlTii. 



Digiiizodb, Google 



db, Google 



ff6t^*ifj^ c^M^^ tui^ffcr^ An^e^ X>a£^^ 

























iiEiioBiiL-iim»o»ueno3T. xli. 

Trcbinshwn ; another nomed Rachel iras married 
to John Turbcrrillo. The fonner bad a daughter 
named ' Benp ' wbich ia to be noted as the first 
Christian fern alo name of theVanghan fnmilyin our 
genealogical description earlier. A grand-daughter 
died single in 1780 aged 92. She no doubt played 
on her grand-fuUier'a knee while a little one. Tur- 
berville occurs in the Van ghan -Somerset pedigree 
(a»(«): and otherwise the VaughaosaudTurhervillcs 
were related. In our collection of USS. is a quaint 
old" Roll" in parchment, giving a ' Will '-invent- 
ory of certain household possessions left by the 
Bassets of Glumorgnnshire, which Bassctts inter- 
married with the Turberrilles, as all the Pedi- 
grees show; a Thomat Bamt published Rice 
Vaug ban's "Coin and Coinage " (1676).' Teiiu 
atcly this document fnmishcs us with the hand- 
-writing and autograph of the Silurist. and it is 
the only one known at present. We have repro- 
duced a portion in facsimile : and it is worth 
studying, for there is character in the elaborate 
signature.' 

' See EpiBtlo-dadicatorjr, at cloao of Tol. Hid. and 
zelatiTe Note. 

* Qiven iatbe illuEtrated 4to. andlarge paper (Sro). It 
may be proper to stato here, that Mr. Basil. M. Ficksrtng, 
Publisher, Londoi:, adrertised a eop; of ' Olor Iscauiu ' 
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Of the " three sons " nothing, — not even their 
namea — has hitherto been recorded. Until the 
chaoa of the Will-OSlce at Hereford, — a ecandal at 
this time of day — be assorted and consultable, there 
is slender ho{>e of definite information. Possibly 
the Will may still emerge hereafter. Keantimc, I 
hazard a guess based on one aathentio bit of fact. 
I am inclined to think that William Vanghan 
censor of the College of Physicians, physician to 
William Hid, was one of the sons of onr Worthy 
mentioned by Mr. Lyte. For by the kindness of 
Dr. W. N. du Rieu, consorvator of the M!ano- 
soripts of the Library of the TTniTersity of 
Leyden— where this ' William VAtoHAK ' was 
edaoated — I have these entries ; 

1 " Kectore magnifico 3. Coccejo, 1668, 
die 17 m. Julii in Album inscriptns est 

with two anto^raphs of qui Henry Vaughan. We tent 
for the book, but the wrttjng bore on the face of it, not 
to be his. Both signstiirH proTsd on eiamioatiott eubse- 
qaently by Joseph Joseph, Esq., F.8.A., Brecon, to Im 
thoM of Henry Vanghan of Pembray, in Caermarthen- 
■hiie, ol whose handwriting and autograph Mr. Joseph 
p088««ses seven! specimens, prior and subsequent to 
the death of the Silurist. I was indebted to iii. Joiepk 
foe the above dooument, obtained by him from Mmn. 
LntcoLK & Son, London, autograph-dealers. 
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riuilielinUB Vaughan, Anglut, anno tetaUs 20. 
mcdicuB : habitavit Leidae ia domo Synolph. 
Moscr, Hout-Btreet." 

2. The Library possesses his " Dispatatio 

Medica Inauguralis de Febre Continaa quam 

farente Deo 0. M. ex auctoritate lUctoria Mog- 

uifici A. Heidani at pro gradii doctoratus 

aummisque in medicina honoribua ct privilig- 

iis riti conacquondis eruditorum exaiciQi Bub- 

jecit GuilielmuB Vaughan, Londinas die 26 

Scptemb. loco borisquo solids Lugd. Batav. 

apud VidQum ot Haeredcs JobanoiB Elsevirii 

1671 " 13 fol 4o. Dedicatio " Viro spectatiss- 

imo amicissimo D. Henrico A ahu rat, armigero." 

Tbe 'age 20' in 1668 represents 1648 as the 

birth-date and that fits in with the love-verse of 

the Poems of 1646. So that I infer ' Amoret ' 

to have been wooed and won and ' William ' to 

have been their first-bom. It is pleasant to find 

the 'Diaputotio' dedicated to Bichabd Baxteb's 

friend, Henrt Ashumt. 

If I be correct in my Burmise — and I feel pretty 
certain of it — there is here furnished a long- 
wunted link in the chain of descent of living 
representatives of tbe Silurist. The William 
Vtiugban of Lcyden hod a son Henry, of Queen's 
Ciillege, Cambridge, Vicar of Leominster, Hereford- 
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sbirc. He ngain had a son named Htrry, Surgeon ' 
in Leominster. He too had n eon, James, born 
about 1740, 'physician' at Leicester: died 1813. 
He was father of Sir Henry Halfonl, Bart., M.D., 
Physician to Oeorge Illrd, and IVth, and to 
■William IVth, and Victoria lat. Originally (as 
supra) Taughan, he assumed the name of Halford 
in 1809: died 1844. His son wa3 Sir Henry 
Halford, Burt., MP.; bora 1797: died 1868. 
His son is the present Baronet, Sir Henry St. 
John Halford. 

Again, the late Sir John Vaughan (who died in 
1639) a Judge in the Court of Common Pleas, 
was a brother of Sir Henry Halford, the physic- 
ian; and Dh. Vauoh*!* the venerated preacher 
of the Temple, is the son of another brother 
(BcT. E. Thomas Vanghon). I make a pres- 
ent of our little discovery and recovery at Leyden 
concerning ' William Vaughan ' to the Family : 
and as Lord Spencer was reminded to cheiish the 
renown brought to his house from EnxrNn 
Sfbnser, it must be allowed us to pronounce it no 
small liononr to the Halfords and Vaughans tj) 
' descend' from the Silurist through his son. Sure 
we ore Da. CnAULEs Vavooah of the Temple — one 
of the most luminous of living sacred authors — wilt 
gladly own allegiance to the Poet of the Usk. The 
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present Eakl of Abhberkhjh by a remoter lioe 
holds inheritancos from the Yadohahs, 

Another of the three aona I think we have also 
found iaHEHEY Yauohan, who writes an interest- 
ing Epistle-dedicutory to RrcB VAnonAii'B " Coin 
and Coinage" (1675). Wo have rcprioted this 
Epistle at close of Vol. Hid: and thither we 
refer the Reader for his burial-entry. 

Sad it ia that no Letters or other MSS have 
come down to illumine the long years of 1646-7 or 
thcreabonta, to 1695, in which latter year our Poet 
died " April the 23d, aged 73." The inscription 
on his grave-stone, whiuh was his own composi- 
tion, assures ua of the lowly spirit in whidi he 
' departed ' as be had lived. Here it is : 

Henricns Taiighan M.D. 

ServuB inn litis 
Precater maxim us 

Hie jateo 
Glorin ! t n 



" An unprofitable servant, a sinner tn the 
uttermost, here I lie. Gloiy [to Ood !] fHavo 
mercy on me!" Our rcproduced-pbotograpb 
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pinccs the wholu humble ' gntvc-stoDo * before the 

Such is the imperfect Story of the outer Life 
of Hemit Vaughan. None can mourn our ecantf 
materials more than oursclres, fuller though, they 
be relatively to our precursor's. Yet we haTe 
(lone our fruitleaa best to get more. But the 
outward Fucts are the mere clothing of the " deep 
things " of his Life. Ilis genius, his true utter- 
ance, his inneruess, his outlook and insight, his 
supreme worth, demand separate and ample, treat- 
ment. Our Essay prefixed to Volume lid. is an 
attempt to meet the call. There too are brought 
together interpretative notices of the Events and 
Names of his age to which ho was related. 

ALEXANDER B. OROSART. 

' In illuBtntted Ito. only. Tbo stooe is from the cele- 
brated quony of Bwlch-jT-Arllwys in the adjoining 
lumhof Cwmdu. It is oF imueUBl Bine and thickness 
mcftsuring 7ft. Sin. by 211 lOin. nnd^iinclica thick. Tho 
lelturiiig ii* ii"l \hiit iii^ii.tl In lliu dialiict. 
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Tub following is the originitl title-page of ' Silei ScinUll' 
BOB ', engraved on copper, aa reproduced 'by us (in large 
paper): 

[An Emblem.] 
Silex Scintillatia : 

Sacred PoemB 

Priuatc Eiaoulations 

Henry Yaughan Silurist. 

London : Printed by T. W. for ^ Blunden 

at y« Castle in Cornhill. 1650. |;i2a.] 

Cottation : ' Authoiie (de ae) Emblema ' one page — 

title-page—The Dedication, one page [all blank on 

lovBrte]— Poeme pp. T— 110. 

In lEKS the preceding was re-iuaed, with a second 
Part. The following is the fresh title-page : 
[Ko Emblem.] 
Silex Scintillana : 

POEMS 

And private 
EJACULATIONS 

The second Edition, In two Books 
By Senry Vaajhan, Silurist. 
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Job chap. 3S, ver. 10, 11. 

Wlieis u Qod my Maker, who giveUi Songa in 
the night T 

Wlici twicheth lu more then the beasts of the 
earth, and nuketh na irinr then the fowls of 

London, Printed for Simy CHpt, and Lodo- 
wick Lloyd, next to tho Castle in Comhil, 
KaiiaFoptfhead AlUji. 1656. [I2o.] 

Collation! Title-page, leTeise blank — The Author's 
Prefoce h> the following HTmns, ten and a half pages — 
reverse of last half pa^, blank— Texts, two nnd ti half 
pagei — Foam to Jesus begins on rererse of last half page 
and oceufnea three and a half pages — On revei«e of the 
laat half page are the lines banning "Vain wits", 4o. — 
Silez ScintUlana, pp. 7— 110— No title-page to second 
Fart OT Book, and no fly-leaf — new pagination pp. I — 81 
— at end an Alphabetical Table containing the ssTcruI 
titles, kc, three and a half pages. For further details. 
including noUce of a oorions reprint of four pages only in 
Fart I., see our Memorial- Introduction. O. 
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AUTHORIS (DE 8E) EUBLEMA. 

MEntdtfi, fatior, tina vttlnere, teepiu*, Sf m» 

Cotuutfu voluit Vox, lint voce, frtqttent; 
f Amhivit placido, diviuior aura tatatit, 

M/riutrd tancto murmar» pramonuit. 
Sardiu grain, mttlutqut Silcx : Tu. (quanta luorum 

Vara tibi »H !J alid dot renovart vid ; 
Pinnitta* Curaia : Jamq ; irritatiu Amorcm 

Po»>» tujat, Sf vim, Vi, tupfrare parai ; 
Afeedif propior, )nolemq ; »t Susca rumpi* 

Pectora, Jilq ; Curo, quod, fuit ante Lapb. 
£n lacerum I Ctelotq ; tuoa ardentia tandem 

FragmcDtu, et iiquidat ex Admaante genat ! 
Sic oliin undantes Futrns, Scopulosq ; coBunttt 

Curdati, populi providui uaq ; tui .' 
Qaam miranda tibi inaniu Ml ! !Uorien<Io, rtcixi : 

El ivacitisjam hum ditior inUr opes.' 



' For trantiliLtioD of above by the Editor, aae Part IV. 
of thu Volume : alao onr MemoritJ-lntroductiun. The 
eagravod titli.-iiag« of Bllei Scintilluns, ISGO, contairtiDg 
the Eioblem, \a teprodnced, as abuvc, iu our 1. p. copies. 
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UruiaJlc (outcAiAxt/h/Tm 



<ffy 



Henrj^A^ugnam odunst 
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•i'f^'^Em.iUftuc.fdese.J.Ju^nsfimffe'S/: arid^^r 
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THE AUTHOE'8 PREFACE TO THE 
rOLLOWINQ HYMNS.' 

1HAT this Eingdom hath abounded Tith 
those ingenioua persons, which in the 
late notion are tenned Wita, is too veil 
known. Many of them having cast away all their 
fair portion of time, in no bettor imployments, 
then a deliberate search, or excogitation of idle 
words, and a most vain, insatiable desire to be 
reputed poets ; leaving behinde tbcm no otber 
monuments of those excellent abilities conferred 
upon them, but such as they may — with * a 
predecessor of theirs — term parricides, and a aoul- 
killing issue,' for that is the Bpa^cioi^ and lanreate 

■ First prefixed to the te-iraue of ' Silex SointillanB ' in 
1655. O. 

' This BODnds like one of Qreene't pbiuea. Query — Is 
it a reminisceace of the following in " A Oroat'a Worth of 
Wit "F—" and as JOB would deal with so many jwmei'iiw, 
cast them into the Bre." Q. 

* = prist, in the public games, as a wreath or garland 
Cf. I Corintbiims, ix. U. O. 
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crown, which idle poems will certainly taring to 
their unrelenting' authors. 

And well it were for them, if those irillingly 
studied and wilfully published Touities could de- 
file no spirits, but their own ; but the case is fur 
worse. These vipers survive their parents, and for 
many ages after — like epidemic diseases— infect 
whole generations, corrupting always andunball- 
owing the best-gifted soula and the most capable 
vessels: for -whoso aanetificalion and well fare, the 
glorious Son of God laid down His life, and 
suffered the pretioua blood of His blessed and inn- 
ocent heart to be poured out. In the mean time 
it cannot be deaycd, but these men are had in 
remembrance, though we cannot say with any 
comfort, ' their memorial is blessed ' ;* for, that I 
may speak no more then the truth — let their pass- 
ionate worahippera say what they please— all the 
commendatioDS that can be justly given tbem will 
amount to no more then what PrudentiuH the 
Christian -sacred poet bestowed upon Symmachus ;' 
Oi dignum, attmo tinetvtn giiod fulgeat aura, 
&i ma/UI laudart Dium, eui nrdxia moiutra 

' — un-rcpentant. O. 
' CI. St. Matthow nvi. 13, G. 

* Pradeatu contra Symouichi orationem, lib. i. 630 ftc. : 
Vaughan gives 'Icntat' Coi- '.tontct'. G. 
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Fratulit, j- tiguiiam 

Hand ttUltr, qaiia cum ratlrin guii ItiiM liuniii 

Caiiinum rermre lolum, ic, 

In English thus, 

A wit most wotthj in tryed gold to shino, 
Immortal gold '. bad be sung tbe divine 
Praise of Ma Maker : to Whom he preferr'd 
Obsceoo, Tile fancies, and prophanely iiiur*d 
A rich, rare stile, irith sinful, levd contents ; 
No otherwise, then if with instrumonta 
Of polish'd ivory, some drud^fe ahould stir 
A dirty sink, ic 

Tbis comparUoD is nothing odious, and it is as 
true as it is apposite ; for a good wit in a bad 
subject, is — as Solomon said of the fair and foolish 
■woman— 'Like ajcwelof goldina swine's snowt,' 
ProT. xi. 22. Hay, the more acute the author is 
thcro is so much the more danger and death in tho 
work. Where the bud is budie upon a dungehill, 
tbc isaue is always Bomo unclean vt'rminc. Sirers 
persons of eminent piety and learning — I meddle 
not with the seditious and Bchiismatical— hare, 
long before my time, taken notice of this raalndy ; 
for tho complaint against vitioua verse, even by 
peaceful and obedient spirits, is of some antiquity 
in this Kingdom. And yet, as if the evil con- 
sequence Bttcnding this invctei-ate error were but 
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a small thioic, there is sprung very lately another 
prosperoiia device to assist it in the subveraion of 
souls. Those that want the genius of verse, fall 
to translating; and the people are — every term — 
plcntifnlly famished with Tarious foreign vanities ; 
so that the most lascivious compositions of France 
and Italy arc here naturalized and made English : 
and this, — as it is sadly observed — with so much 
fovor and success, that nothing takes— as they 
rightly phrase it — like a Romance. And very 
frequently— if that character be not an Ivybush' — 
the buyer receives this lewd ware from persons of 
honor, who want not reason to forbear; much pri- 
vate misfortune having sprung from no other seed 
at first, then some infectious and dissolving' Le- 
gend. 

To continue— after years of discretion— in this 
vanity, is an inexeuaahlc dcFcrtion of pious so- 
briety : and to persist so to the end, is a wilful 
despising of God's eacred exhortations, by a con- 
stant, sensual volutation' or wallowing in impure 

' = if the translator's (or RuthoT's) name or the name 
' Bomancs ' and the like, be not n pseudoaym concealing 
the true and subetAntial numo nnd Daturo of the liouk, 
behind it. G. 

' = lust -exciting. G. 
' — Latin io(kM/io, from r-i/"/" or ro?™, to'Tallow'. G. 
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thoughts and acunilous conceits, which both de- 
file theii authors, and as many moi-c as they 
are communicatod to. If ' ereiy idle word ' shall 
he accounted for,' and if 'no corrupt cximmuuica- 
tion should proceed out of out mouths ',* how 
desperate — I beseech you — is their condition, who 
all their life time, and out of mecr desi^, study 
lascivions fictions : then carefully record and pub- 
lish them, that instead of grace and life, thoy may 
minister sin and dcatli unto their readers? It 
was wisely considered, and piously said by one, 
that he ' would read no idle hooks ; both in regard 
of love to his own eoul, and pity unto his that 
made them ' ; ' for, ' said he, ' if I he corrupted 
by them, their composer is immediatly a cause of 
my ill : and at the day of reckoning— though 
now dead — must give an account for it, because I 
am corrupted by his bad example, which ho left 
bchinde him : I will write none, lest I hurt them 
that come after me ; I will read none, lest I aug- 
ment his punishment thnt is gone before me. I 
will neither write, nor read, lest I prove a foe to 
my own soul : while I live, I sin too much ; let 
me not continue longer in wickedness then I do in 
life *. It is a sentence of sacred authority, that 

' St. Uattho* xn. 38. Q. » Ei.hesians iv. 20. G. 
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' he ttlat is dead is freed from sia ' ;' because he 
cannot in that state, which is without the body, 
sin any more ; but he that vrites idle books makes 
for himself another body, in which he always 
livoB, and sins — after death — as fast and as foul, as 
ever he did in his life ; which very consideration 
deserves to be a sufficient antidote against this evil 



And here, because I would prevent a just 
censure by my free confession, I most remember, 
that I myself have, for many years together, 
languished of this very sickness; and it is no 
long time since I have recovered. But — blessed 
be God for it — I have by His saving assistance 
supprest my greatest follies, and those which 
escaped from mc, are— I think — as innoxious, as 
most of that vein nse to be; besides, they are 
interlined with many viiLuous, and some pious 
mixtures, "What I speak of them is truth: but 
let no man mistake it for an extenuation of faults, 
as if I intended an Apology for them, or my self, 
who am conscious of so much gnilt in both, as 
can never bo expiated without special sorrows, 
and that cleansing and pretions effusion of my 
Almighty Redeemer : and if the world will be 



' HomanB yi. 7- Q. 



Digiiizodb, Google 



13 

EO chaiitablo as to grant my request, I do here 
most humbly aud eaniestly beg that none would 
read them. 

But an idle or senaiial subject ia not all thn 
poyson is those pamphlets. Certain authors hare 
been bo iirevereudly bold, as to dash Scriptures, 
and the sacred Relatives' of Qod with their im- 
pious eoncoits ; and — which I cannot speak with- 
out grief of heart— some of those desperate 
adveaturera may — I thiuk — be reckoned amongst 
the principal or most learned writers of Eoglish 
Terse. 

Others of a later date, being corrupted— it 
may be— by that evil genius, which came in with 
the publique distractions, have stuffed tlieir 
books with oatbes, horrid execrations, and a most 
gross and studied filthiness. But the hurt that 
ensues by the publication of pieces so notoriously 
ill, lies heavily upon the Stationer's account, who 
ought in conscience to refuse them, when they 
are put into his hands. No loss is so doleful as 
that gain, that will endamage the soul ; ho that 
prints lewdness and impieties, is that mad man in 

' Query — miaprint for ' Nairativea ' F or is it a coinsge 
of Vsughao's = relatiDOB, or practically narratives f For 
more on this word and the (probable) allosions in the 
context, see our Meinorial-Introdnctien. G. 
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the Proverbs, who ' coatcth fire-brands, arrows, 
and death." 

The Buppression of this pleasing and prevailing 
evil lies not altogether in the power of the magis- 
trate; for it will flie abroad in manascripts, 
when it fails of entertainment at the press. The 
trae remedy lies wholly in their bosoms, who are 
the gifted persons, by a wise exchange of vaia 
and vitious subjects, for divine themes and celes- 
tial praise. The performance is ea!>ie, and were 
it the most difScult in the world, the reward is bo 
glorious, that it infinitely transcends it : for ' they 
that turn many to righteousness shall shine like 
the stars for ever and ever'': whence follows 
this undeniable inference, that the corrupting of 
many, being a contrary work, the recompense 
must be so too ; and then I know nothing reserved 
for them, but 'the blackness of darkness for 
ever';' from which — God — deliver all penitent 
and reformed spirits ! 

The firat, that with any effectnal success at- 
tempted a diversion" of this foul and overflowing 
stream, was the blessed man, Ur. George Herbert, 
whose holy life and verse gained many pious 

1 PrOTerbs xiTJ. 18, G, ' Daniel sii. 8, Q. 

■ Jude 13, and cf. 2 Petur, ii., 17. O. 
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converto— of whom I am the least— and gave the 
first check to a most flonriBhiug and admired 
wit of his time. After him followed diveiBe, 
— S»i tuM pasiibut tsquii;* they had more of 
fashion then force. And the reason of their so 
vast distance front him, besides differing spirita 
and qnalificaticns — for his measure was eminent — 
I Buspect to be, because they aimed more at verso, 
then perfection, as may be easily gatherefl by 
their frequent impresaiona and nnmeroas pages. 
Hence sprang those wide, those weak, and lean 
conceptiona, which in the most inclinable Reader 
will Bcaroe give any nouriahment or help to devo- 
tion ; for not flowing from a tnie, pntctick piety, 
it was impossible they should effect those things 
abroad, which they never had aoqnaintaoce with 
at home ; being ouely the productions of a common 
spirit, and the obviouB ebollitiona of that light 
humor, which takes the pen in hand, oat of no 
other consideration, then to be seen in print. It 
is true indeed, that to give up our thonghts to 
pions themes and contemplations — if it be done 
forpietie's sake— is agreat step towards perfec- 
tion ; because it will refine, and dispose to devo- 
tion and sanctity, And further, it will procure 

> Yirgll, Aandd, 2. 12*. Q. 
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for iis~Bo easily communicable is thut loving 
Spirit— Rome amall prclibatdoa of those heavenly 
rtfreshmente, which doacend but seldom, and thon 
vfi y sparingly, upon men of an ordinary or indiff- 
ei-cnt holyness ; but he that desires to excel in 
this kind of hagiography, or ioly writing, must 
strire— by all means— for perfection and true 
holyness, that ' a door may be opened to him in 
heaven' [Rov. 4. 1,] and then he will be able to 
write— with Hierothous' and holy Herbert— a true 

To effect this in somo measure, I have begged 
leave to communicate this my poor talent to the 
Church, undci' the protection and conduct of her 
glorious Head ; Who if He will vouchsafe to own 
it and go along with it — can make it as useful now 
in the publick, as it hath been to me in private. 
In the perusal of it, you will— perad venture — 
observe some passages, Vhose history or reason 
may seem something remote ; but were they 
brought nearer, and plamly exposed to your view 

' Hierotheua U Bud to hare been Biahop of Athens. 
Some of bis Kjinns ere mentioned by puudo-llianTaius 
Areopagita. See Fabricius, BiM._ Grae. xi. 636 (ed 
Uarica). In the life of Dionyaiua Aieopagita hf Syneon 
Metaphiastas (Dionya. Opera, ed. Paris, 1614, torn, ii,, p. 
325). H, ill said to have been liia instructor. G. 
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— though that perhaps might quiet your curiosity 
— yet would it not conduce much to your greater 
advantage. And therefore I must desire you to 
accept of them in that Intitude, which is already 
slowed them. By the last poems in the book — 
were not that mietake here prevented— you would 
judge all to be fatherless, and the edition pos- 
thumej for — indeed — 'I was nigh unto death V 
and am atill at no great distance from it ; which 
was the necessary rca^ou for that solemn and 
accomplished' dress, you will now finds this im- 
pression in. 

But ' the God of the spirits of all flesh " hath 
grunted me a further use of mine then I did look 
for in the hody ; and when I expected, and had 
— by His assistance — prepared for a ' message of 
death ', then did He answer me with life ; I hope 
to His glory and my great advantage ; that I may 
flourish not with leafe onely, but with some fruit 
also ; which hope and earnest desire of His poor 
creature, I hnmbly beseech Him to perfect and 
Ailfil for His dear Son's sake, unto Whom, with 



' PhilippiansII. 30. G. 

' = flniflhed, completed, Cf. iShakospoa: 

^ompli,hfd ■■ (Cjmhelipo T., 5.) G. 

• Kumlwrs xvi,, 22, Q. 
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Him and the most Holy and loving Spii-it, be 
nscribcd hj angels, by men, and by all His works, 
all Glory, and Wisdom, and Dominion, in tliLs tlic 
temporal and in the EtcruBl Boing. Anicn. 

Nowton by U»lt, near Sketh-rock, 
Si'ptcm. 30, ia.)l. 



Digitized by Google 



mf^mw^ 



Ifl f'Jg-^f t LORD, tht hopt of Itrael, allihty that 
ISRl foriakt Thit shall h» athanied ; and ih«t/ 
B^^^a that dtpart from That, thall be tcrilttn in 
tht earth, because they have forsalen the Lord, the 
fountain of living tcalcrt. 

Heal me, Lord, and I sltall he htaUd ; lareme, 
and I shall be tared, for Thou art my health, and 
my great deliverer. 

Itaidin thteutting off of my dag*, I gJiall go to 
the gates of the grate ; I have deprived mgtelf of 
the residue of mg gears. 

I said, I shall not tee the Lord, tven the Lord in 
the Land of the living : I shall behold man no mort 
Kith the inkahitauta of the world. 

Lird .' bg Thee doth man live, and from Thee is 
the life of my spirit : therefore wilt Thou recover 
me, and mah me to live. 

Thou hast in lore to my soul delivered it from the 
pit of corruption ; for Thou hast cast all mg sins 
behind Thy back. 

For Thy name's take hatt Thouput off thine anger; 
for Thg praise hatt Thou refrained from me, that I 
should not be cut off. 
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Mr tht grae» cannot praiu Thu, death eannot 
eiUbraU That : Tk«y that go down into tht pit, ean- 
not hope for" Thy truth. 

Tho living, the living, he ehall praiu Thee, as I do 
thit day : the Father to the children thall male 
knoton Thy truth. 

Lord! Thou hast been tnereifui, Thou haet 
brought back my life from corruption: Thou hatt 
redeemed me from my tin. 

They that follow after lying vanitiet./ortaie their 
own mercy. 

Therefore thall Thy tonge he teith me, and my 
■ prayer wito the God of my life. 

Iteill go unto the altar of my Ood, unto &od, tht 
joy of my youth; andin Thy fear will I worship to- 
wards thy holy temple. 

1 will laerifiee unto Hiee with the voice of thanke- 
gioing; I will pay that which Jhave vowed; lal- 
ration ie of the Lord. 
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To my most merciful, my most loTing, and dearly 
loved Urdkbheb, the ever blessed, the onely 
Hoi-T and Just One, 

JESUS CHRIST, 
TAt Son of ih» lieing GOD, and the tacred 
Virgin Mary. 

1. 
BiWcialT God ! Thou that did'st dye for me, 
KfeM S These Thy death's fruits I offer Thee 
&Ha^H Death that to me wbb life and light. 
But dark and deep pangs to Thy sight. 
Some drops of Thy all-quickning blood 
Fell on my heart; those made it bud. 
And put forth thus, though Lord, before 
The ground was curst and void of store. 
Indeed I had some here to hire 
Which long resisted Thy desire, 
That ston'd Thy servants, and did move 
To have Thee murthred for Thy love ; 
But Lord, I have expell'd them, and so bent, 
Bag Thou vouldst take Thy tenant's rent. 

II. 
Dear Lord, 'tis finished ! and now he 
That copyed it, presents it Thee. 
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22 TQE DEDICAtlON. 

'Twus Thine first, and to Thco rotuniB, 

From Thcc it shiu'd, though here it bums. 

If the sun rise on rocks, ia't right, 

To call it their inherent light P 

I>'o, nor can I eay, this is mine. 

For, dearest Jcaus, 'tia all Thine, 

As Thy cloatlis, — when Thou with deaths w 

Both light from Thee, and virtue had ; 
And now— as then — within this plaei* 
Thou to poor rags dost still gir f nice. 
This ia the tamest Thy lovu sheds, 
The condlu' shining on seme heads. 
Till at Thy chiirges they shall ho, 
Clcath'd all with immortality. 

III. 
Uy dear Eedeemcr, the world's light, 
And life too, and my heart's delight ! 
For all Thy mercies and Thy truth, 
Shcw'd to me in my sinful youth. 
For my aad failings and my wildo 
Murmurings at Theo, when most inilde ; 
For oil my secret faults, and each 
Frequent relapse and wilful breach, 
For all designs meant against Thcc, 
And ev'ry publish' d vanity, 

' Job nil., 3. O. 



Digitized by Google 



THE hebication. : 

"Which Thou diyincly haat forgiven, 

Whilo Thy blood wosh'd me white as heaven ; 

I nothing have to give to Thee, 

But this Thy own gift, given to me. 

Refuse it not ; for now Thy tokeD 

Cun tell Thee where a heart is broken.' 



Eev[elationsT cap. I. teb. 5, 6, 7. 

Uhlo Sim that loved tii, and washed ui from our 
tins in His own hhod. 

And hath made tit kings and priests unto God and 
His Father ; to Sim he glory and dominion, for ever 
and ever. Amen. 

Bsftold Se Cometh with clouds, and every eye shall 
see Him, they also which pierced Him ; and all kin- 
reds of the earth sliall wail became of Sim :even so. 
Amen. 

' Sco our Momnrial- Introduction for the Sret form of 
this dedicatory-pncin. C 
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1A.IN witfi and eyes 
Leave, and be wise : 
Abuse not, shan not holy fire, 
But with trae tears wash off your mire. 
Tears and tbese flames will soon grow kindc, 
And mix an eye-salve for the blinde. 
Tears cleaaae and supple vitbout foil, 
And fire will pui^ your callous xeyl. 
Then comes the light ! which when yon spy, 
And see yonr nakedness thereby, 
Praise Him, Wbo dealt His gifts bo f^e 
In tears to you, in fire to me.' 

' Appeared first in 16S5 edn. G. 
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. PART I. 

1650. 
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Silex ScintiUattB, &c. 



EEGENEEATIOK. 
1. 
WAED, EDd still ia bonds, one diij 

I stole abroad ; 
It waa high-Spring, and all the way 
Primroa'd, and hung with shade : 
Tot w&a it frost within ; 
The suriy winds 
Blasted my infant buds, and sinno 
Like clouds ecclips'd my mind. 

2. 
Storm'd thus, I straight perceiv'd my Spring 

iicere stage and show ; 
Hy walke a monstrous, mountain'd thing, 
Roagh-cast with rocks, and sdow ; 
And as a pilgrim's eye, 
Tar from rcliefe, 
Measures the melancholy skye, 

Then drops, and rains for griefc : 
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28 8I1.KX 8cimrLLi!f8. 

3. 
Ha sigh'd I upwards atill ; at lust 

'Twist atepa and falls, 
I reach'd the pinnacle, wliere plac'd 
I found a paire of scales ; 
I tooke them up, and la^d 
In th' one, late painea ;' 
The other, amoake and pleasures wcigh'd, 
But prov'd the heavier graines. 
4. 
With that, some cryed, ' A way ' ; straight I 

Ohey'd, and led 
Full East, a faire, fresh field could spy ; 
Some call'd it, Jacob's Bed ;* 
A virgin-Boile, vhicb no 
Rude feet ere trod ; 
"Where— since He slept there — only go 
Prophets, and friends of God. 
5. 
Here I rcpos'd ; but acarse well set, 
A grove descryed 

> Nat the pains folloving lata tboagh BaT«ly on eril 
pleaaureB, but 'pains' only lately takoQ to work out a 
hoUeilife. G. 

■ Qnerj — a mystical Betb-el, ' none other hut the house 
of God and tho gate of heaven ' f (Geneaia iiviii. 17). 
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SI LEI 3C1NTILL1SS. 

Of stately height, whose branches met 
And mixt, oa every side ; 
I cntred, and ooce in, 
— Amaz'd to soe't — 

Found oil was chang'd, and a new Sprin 
Did all my senses greet. 



The unthrift' sunne shot vitall gold, 

A thousand peeccs ; 
And heaven, its azure did unfold 
Chequer'd with snowic fleeces ; 
The aire was all in epiee. 
And every bush 
A garland wore : Thus fed my eyes. 
But all the Earth' lay hush : 



Ouly a little fountain lent 

Soma use for eares, 
And on the dumbe shades language spent, 
Tho musiek of her taares ;' 

' = lavish, now spcnd-thrift. Shakespears usee it , e.g. 
■' unihri/t love." (Merchant of Venice, v. 1.) G. 

' I have ventured to eubstitute 'Earth' for 'Ears', 
regarding the Jntter oM a miBprint. See context. O. 

' C'f. "Vanity of Spirit" onward, 'shrill spring 
tuned.' Q. 
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) 8ILEX BCINHLUSS. 

I drew her necre, and found 
The cisUrne full 
Of divers etones, some bright aod rounit, 
Others ill-shap'd, and dull. 



The first — pray marto — as quick aa light 

Danc'd through the floud ; 
But, th' last more heavy then the night, 
Nail'd to the center stood ; 
I wonder'd much, but tyr'd 
At laet with thought, 
lly restless eye, that atill desir'd, 
As strange an object brought. 



It was a bank of flowers, where I dcsuiiod 

— Though 'twos mid-day — 
Some fast asleepe, others brood-eyed, 
And taking in the ray ; 
Here musing long, I heard 
A rushing wind, 
Which still increas'd, but whence it atirr'd. 
No where I could not find. 



I tum'd me round, and to c-ach shade 
Dispatch'd on eye. 
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E1LEX ECIKT1LLAK3. 31 

To ace if any leafe liad made 
Least motion or reply ; 
But vbile I listaing sought 
ily mind to ease 
By knowing, where 'twas, or where not. 
It whisper'd ' Whore I please '. 
Lord, then said I, ' On me one hi'cath, 
And let mo dye before my death ! ' 

C*KT[iCLES] CiP. 5. VEK. 17. 

Ariu, North, and eomt ihou Soulh-wiiirl. and 
hlow upon My garden, that the tpieei thereof man 
flotB out. 



DEATH. A DIALOGUE. 

SouU. 
S a sad Land, that in one day 
Hath (lull'd thee thus ; when death 
shaU freeze 
Thy bloud to ico, and thou must sttiy 
Tenant for yeares, and centuries ; 
Sow wilt thou brook't?— 



I cannot tell ; — 

But if all sonco wings not with thee. 
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And something etill be left Uie dead, 
I'le wish my cartoinea off, to free 
He from so dorke, and sad a bed : 

A neaat of nights, a gloomie sphere, 
Where sbadowoB thicken, and the cloud 
Sits on the sun's brow all the yoare, 
And nothing movca without a shrowd. 

SouU. 

'Tis 80 ; But as thou sawest that night 
"Wee travell'd in, our first attempts 
Were dull and blind, but customc straight 
Our fcarcs and falls brought to contempt. 

Then, when the gastlj twelve was past, 
We brcath'd still for a blushing East, 
And bad the lazie sunne make haste. 
And on sure hopes, though long, did feast. 

But when wc saw the clouds to crack, 
And in those cranics light appcar'd. 
We thought the day then was not alack. 
And pleas'd ourselves with what wee feard. 

Just so it is in death. But thou 
Shalt in thy mother's bosome eleepe. 
Whilst I each minute grone to know 
How neero Rcdcmplion crcoprs. 
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Thi'n shall we meet to mlxe again, and met, 
'Tia lost good-night ; our Sunno shall never set. 

Job. CiP. 10. vee. 21, 22. 

St/ore I got u>h«nc» I shall not rttume, n:»»i to 
t/it land of darknesM, and th» shadow of death ; 

A Land of darkne»a», as iarkntsse it selfe, and of 
the shadow of death, without any order, and mhtre 
the light it ae darkneesf. 

KE8URRECTI0N AND lilMOKTAHTY. 

HEB[ah:wa.] CiP. 10. veb. 20. 
Bif that ntwand living way, which Me hath pre- 
pared for us, through the veile, tohieh it Iliii flesh. 



I. 
^^gHFT have I seen, when that renewing 
BMcB breath 

W^^M That binds and loosens death, 

Inapir'd a quickning power through the dead 
Creatures a bed, 
Some drowsie sllk-wormo crcepe. 
From that long sloepe. 
And in weake, infant humraings chime, and knell 
About her silent cell, 
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84 SILKS KIXTILUXS. 

Vntill at last full with the vitallray 
She wing' (1 away, 
And proud with life, aD<l sencc, 
Hearon'srich espence, 
Esteem' d — Toino tilings !— of two whole elcmcnta 

As mcane, and span -extents.' 
Shall T then thinku such providence will be 
Lcssc friend to me ? 
Or that He can endure to be unjust 
"Who keeps Hia Covenant even with our dust. 

Socle. 



Poorc, querulous handfuU ! waa't for this 

1 tanght thee nil that is ? 
Unbowcl'd Nature ahcw'd thee her racruits, 
And change of suits. 
And how of death we moke 
A meere mistake ; 
For no thing can to Nothing full, but still 

Incorporates by skill, 
And then returns, and &om the wombo of things 
Such treasure brings. 



' EipacM that may be meaaaicd by & ■pan. 
Memoriftl'iDtrodiiGtion for remarks on the paasa^. 
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BILBX BCI5TILUNa. 35 

Aa Fhenix-like renew'th 

Both life ond youth ; 
For a preserving spirit doth still passe 

Untainted through this nias.<«, 

"WTiich doth resolve, produce, and ripon all 

That to it fall ; 

Nor are those births, which we 

Thus suffering see, 

Destroy'd at all ; but when Time's rtstlcs wave 

Their substance doth deprave,' 

And the more noble essence finds his house 

Sickly, and loose, 

He, ever young, doth wing 

Unto that spring, 

And source of spirits, where he takes his lot, 

Till Time no more shall rot 
His passive cottage ; which— though laid aside — 

Like some spruce' bride, 
Shall one day rise, and cloath'd with shining light 



• = impair. For a historically importMnt ose of the 
word. Bee oui edn. of the Works of Dk, Richard Sirbeb 
>. V. For more on the text cf. also onr Ucmorial-Iatro- 
duetion, G. 

' Nice, Dcat ; hag a deteriorated meoaing now. Utltoit 
has it in Conns, line BBS " revels the tprune and jocond 
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Allpiii-c, ondbiiglif, 
Rp-miiiTj- to tlie soulc ; for 'tis most pliiiiic 
Thou only ful'st to be rcfin'd againe. 

3. 
That I that here saw darkly in a gksse 

But miMa, and shadows passe. 
And, by their owne wcako shine, did scarcli the 
springs 

And conrse of things, 
Shall with inlightned rayes 

Poireo all their wayes j 
And as thou saw'st, I in a thought could goo 

To Heav'n, or Earth hclow 
To rcadc some starre, or min'roll, and in state 
Thire often sate ; 
So shalt thou then with me, 

— Botli wing'd and free, — 
Bove in that mighty and etcmall light, 

"Where no rude shade, or night 

Shall dare approach us ; wc shall there no more 

Watch stars, or pore 

Through melanchoUy clouds, and say, 

' Would it were Day ! ' 

One everlasting Saboth there shall runnc 

Without succession, and without a sunne. 

DiN[lEL] CAP. I'i. VKR. 13. 

But gos thoit thy way unlillths en^ b«, for thou 
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SILEX PCIXTILLiXS. 37 

shalt rfd, and stand up in iliy lot, at tht end of tht 

DAY OF JUDUEMENT. 

irtffcyiHEN through the North a firo shall rush 
KVm And rowle into the East, 

mIhHI And liko a firio torrent hrush 

And sweepe up South and Wtat, — 

When all shall strcamG and lighten round, 

And with surprizing flames 
Both stars and elemeatB confound, 

And quite blot out iheir names, — 

WJion thou shalt spend Thy sacred store 

Of thunders in that hcate, 
And low as ere they lay before 

Thy BIX- day es' buildings beate,— 

When like a scrowle the heavens ahal passe 

And vanish cleane away, 
And nought must stand of that xast space 

Which held up night, and day, — 

"When one Ipwd blast shall rend the deopc. 
And from the wombe of Earth 

Summon up all that are aslocpe 
Unto a sctond birth, — 
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38 BILES BCINTILLANB. 

A^cn Thou shall moke the clouds Thy scate, 

And in the open aire 
TLe quick' and dcitd, both small and great, 

ilust to riiy buue rtpaire ; 

O then it wilbe all too lato 

To say, ' What shall I doe ? ' 
Repentance there is out of date, 

Anl so is ITercy too. 

Prepare, prepare me then, God ! 

And let me now begin 
To focle my loving father's rod 

KiUing the man of sinne ! 

Oivo me, give me crosses here, 

Still more afflictions lend ; 
Thit \ ill, though bitter, ia most deare 

Thut oriuis he ,t;- in tho end. 

Lord, Ood ! I beg nor friends, nor wcuhh, 

Sut pray against them both ; 
Three things I'do have, my soule's chief health, 
And one of these same loath :' 

1 'Living' : aae Mr. W. A. Wrighfa Bibla Woid- 
Book. 1. 1: a. 

> Od the sog^geetion ef tnj friend Dt. Briniley Nichol- 
■OD, I have Eubatituted ' eame ' hero for ' semo ' wluoh M r. 
Lyt« had altered to ' semed '. The Poet wi«hM for three 
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S1I.EX BClsriLLAKS. 39 

A li\-inf[ faith, o heart of flesh, 

Tho world an enemie ; 
This lust will keepo tho first two fresh, 

And bring me where I'do be. 

1 Pet[er] 4. 7. 
The end of all thinfft t> at h^iid; he ye there/on 
sober, and uialc&iny in prater. 

RELIGIOX. 

Y God, when I walko in thoso groves 
And leaves, Thy Spirit dolh still fun, 
I sou in each shade that there growes 



An unguU talking with a maa. 

tJndcr 8 juniper, sonie house, 

Or the coolo mirtle's canopie ; 

Other's beneath on oukc's grecne boughs, 

Or at some fountaine'a bubling eye. 

Hero Jacob dreamca, and wrestles ; there 
Eliaa by a raven is fed; 
Another time by th' angcll, where 
Hu brings him water with his bread. 

thingB, faith, a heart nnd the wurld, giving them each an 
attribule, nnd cino of these Bame [the world] > I would 
loathe'. 8ein«, or somed, or seem, fields no intcUigibla 
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40 3ILES S(7IXT1LL1K3. 

In Ab'rham's tent the winged ^cst^ 
—0 hov familiar then was heaven ! — 
E!ate, drinkc, sit downe, and rest 
Until the code and shady even. 

Nay thou Thy Selfe, my God, in fire, 
Whirle-winds and clouds, and the soft vc 
Spcak'st there so much, that I admire' 
We have no conf rence in these daies. 

Is the truce broke ? or 'cause vc have 
A Uediatonr now with Thee, . 
Docrt Thou therefore old treaties wavj, 
And by appeales from Him decree ? 

I - is't 90, as some green" heads say, 
Thiit now all miracles must cease ? 



' = "WendT, Q 
I can't recal the pi ire but feel ears tbat I have met 
-with ' gTeen-heads ' as = young, raw, iniiperienced. A. 
Diviao (I tliinli) h&Ting in early days vehomoatly assailed 
the vicoa of tho period, in old age re-afBrmed his Etatemeate, 
with the words, 'now what a ffreen-hoadiaid long since, 
an old-bead ropeats '. Sbakcnpcaro and others of course 
frequently use ' green ' in tho natural eaose nf young and 
foolish*. J. "you jr«n toy'' (King John II. 2.) " j-on 
Bponk likea jrwBgirl" (Hamlet I. 3.) ''when I was jr«» 
in judgement'' (Ant. andLleop. I. 6). 0. 
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SILEX SCISTIl.LiXS. 41 

Though Thou hast promis'd tlicy should stay 
The tokens of tho Church, and peace. 

?«o, no ; IteUg^on ia ix spring, 
Thut from some secret, goldcD niioe 
Derives her Lirtli, and thence doth hring 
Cordials in cveiy drop, and wine. 

But in her long, and hidden course. 
In passing through tho Eari:h's durk veines, 
Crowes still from bctt«r unto worse, 
And hoth her taste and colour stainos ; 

Then drilling' on, Icaraes to en crease 
False ecchoes and confused sounds, 
And unawares doth often ecizc 
Ua Tfdncs of sulphur under ground ; 

' !Now meiuii ' i^riii' ' : drill is a Bmall Btream or ri/l, 
thelatter Trom rilU a chaniiQl, Richardson i.e. gives this 
illuatratinn ; " ThBio was no water On this island, but 
at one placo on the past side, close bj the sea ; there 
it dn'tli slowly down from the rocks, where it may be re- 
ceived in vosaeU" (Daminar, Voyages, an. IS84.} Dr. 
Johnson qaotos from Thomson : 

" Drilled through the sandy stratum eTery way 
The wuterg with the sandy stratum rise ". 
Todd quotes Sir T. Hcrhcrt &c.&r-. For more on Iho 
word SGV oui Memorial -I atxoduclioD. 0. 
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42 BILES ecIKTILIlKS. 

So poi&on'd, brcalia forth io some climc. 
And at firet sight doth uiony please ; 
But drunk, is puddle, or meere Blime, 
And 'stead of phisick, a disease. 

Just such a tainted sink wc have. 
Like that Samaritan's dead wvU ;' 
For must wc for the kernall crave 
Because most voices like the shell P 

Heule then those waters, Lord; or biing Thy 

flock, 
Since these are troubled, to the springing Kock ; 
Looke downe Great Muster of the feust ; shine, . 
And tura once more our water into wine ! 

CAK[TieLEs] CAP. 4. TER, l2. 

My »)*ftr,my ipomg IB asa gardeninchud, a* a 
tpring shut up, and a fountain tealad. l 

' The allusion is no d:>ulrt to the WoU of Sychar (St. 
John IV, 6). The word 'liwii' reminds of 'the living 
water.' (v. 10, 1*) If I acr not the Well of Sychar was 
a 'ciitim' of dead as distinguisbed from epring^ag or 
Sowing water (Bfir) mther than a Ti'tU proper (Beer), Cf. 
with the text the poem of ''The Dawning" (lines 31-32 cf 

K??.) 0. 

' Probably a tacit allusion to the Dead Sea fruit or (le- 
gendary) apples of Sodom. See more on theae fooi lines in 
Memorial-Introduction. O. 
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SILEX fClKTIIXA^P. 43 

THE SEARCH. 

ow clcare day : I see a rose 

IBud in the blight East, and.ilistlose 
The iiilgi-im-sunnu ; all night have I 
Spt-'nt in a roving cxtusiu 
To find my Saviour ; I have hten 
As far as Bc-thleai, and have seen 
His inno, and cradle : Ddiig there 
I mot the wise-men, askt them wheie 
He might he found, or vliut sturre c:in 
Sow point Him out, grown up a mun ? 
To Egypt henco I fled, ran o'rc 
All her parcht hosomc to Utile's shore, 
iror yearly nuree ; tame hack, eii((iiii'"d 
Amongst the doctors, and dc.<ir'i) 
To sec the Temple, but wos shown 
A little dust, and for the. town 
A heap of ashes, where some seJ 
A smell bright sparkle wus a-hed,' 
"Which would one day— beneuth the pole — 
Awako, and then refine the whole. 
Tyr'd here, I came to Sychar ; tliencc 

' MiBprinted ' B bed". Yaughan up ko CraHlmw i 
chary of compound words, even ia bo slight a form a 
this = within the ashes, as ia s rakud'Up Git. Th 
idea is friqaentinonrFoet. G. 
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41 SIU:X fin.VTtU,4N3. 

To Jacob's wt'U, bequeathed sinco 

Uiito Ilia sonnes — wlicre often tliey 

In those calmc, golden evenings \aj 

Watring tliuir floik^, and having spent 

Thoso white daycs, drove home to tho tent 

Their well-fleec'd traino ;— and here— fote !- 

I sit, where onc-e my Saviour sate : 

The ongry spring io bubblts sweU'd 

^Vllich broke in sigbos still, as they fiU'd, 

And whispev'd ' Jesua hud been there, 

But Jueob's children would not heaio.' 

Loath hcDCC to part, at lost I rise, 

Bttt with the fountain in my eyes. 

And here a fresh search is decreed ; 

He muat be found where He did bleed. 

I walkc the garden, and there see 

Idceaa of His ngonie, 

And moving anguishmcnta, that set 

His blest fare in a bloudy sweat ; 

I climbed the hill, perus'd the erosac, 

Hung with my gaioc, and Hia great loaae : 

Never did tree bears fruit like this : 

Salaam of eoules, the bodye'a bliasc. 

But, His grave ! where I saw lent 

—For He had none — a monument. 

An undcfil'd, a new heaw'd one ; 

Bat there was not the comor-Btonc. 
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Sure— then said I— my quest is vaine, 
Hee'le not bu found where Hu wus sluin<^ ; 
So mild a lumb tan never be 
'Midst BO much bloud, and cruelUc. 
I'le to the wildcrneaa, and can 
Find beasts more mercifull then man ; 
He liv'd there safe, 'twas His retreat 
From the fierce Jew, and Hcrod'a heat ; 
And forty dayea withstood the fell, 
And high temptations of Hell; 
"\Vith serophins there talked He, 
His Father's flaming miniatrie ; 
He hcav'nd their walks, and with His eyes 
Hade those wild shades a paradise. 
Thus was the desert sanctified 
To be the refuge of Hia bride : 
I'le thither then ; sec, it is day ! 
The sun's broke through to guide my way. 
But as I urg'd thus, and writ down 
Wbat pleasures should my journey crown, 
"What silent paths, what shades, and oclls, 
Faire, virpn- flow ere, and hallow'd wells 
I should rove in, and rest my head 
Where my deare Lord did often tread, 
Sugring all dangers with successe, 
Mctbonght I heard one singing thus ; 
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1. 

Leave, leave thy gailiUng thoughts ; 

"Who pores 

and spies 
Still out of tloorcs, 

descries 
Within them nought. 

2. 
The skinne and shell of things, 
Though faire, 

Thy wish, nor pray'r, 

but got 
By meere despair 

of wings. 

3. 
To rack old elemcnta, 
Or dust ; 
and say, 
Sure here He must 

needs stay, 
Is not the way 
nor just. 

Search well another world ; who studies this. 
Travels in clouds, seckca manna, where none is. 
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Acts, cap. 17. tee. 27, 28. 
Thit ihtij fhovU >eth l/u Lord, if happily they 
might feel after Him, and find Him, though U« be 
not far off from mery one of «*, for in Him tee lire, 
and move, and have our being. 

ISAAC'S MARRIAGE.' 

Ges[eeis] c*p. 24, TER. 63. 
And leaac tettit uut to pray t'» tkt field at the 
eren-tide, and k» lift vp hit eytt, and saw, and 
behold, the cameh icere eomming. 

tfJtji^lRAYIXG ! and to be married ! It was 

lri"^l But now 'tie monstrous ; and that pious 

Though of ourselves, is bo much out of date, 
That to lonew't, were to degenerate. 
Bnt thou a chosen sucrifice wert given. 
And offer'd up bo early unto heaven. 
Thy flames could not be out ; religion was 
Ray'd into thee, like beamca into a glasse, 
"Where, as thou grewst, it multiply' d, and shinM 

> See our Mcmoritil-Intioduction for curiooa dettuls of 
■ItorstionB in \&5S t«xt from tiiat of 10^0. G. 
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TIic saci'ed coiisU-Ilution of thy mind. 

But beins for ii bride, prnycr was such 

A decryod course, sure it prcTail'd not much. 

Had'st ne'r an oath, nor complement ? thou wert 

An odde, coarse sutor ; Hadst thou but the art 

Of those our dayca, thou couWat have coyn'd thee 

twenty 
New sov'rall oathes, and complements too plenty. 
aad, and wild cxcessc ! and happy those 
White dayea, that durst no impious mirth expose ! 
When conscience by lewd use had not lost aense, 
Nor bold-fac'd custome banish'd innocence ! 
Thou hadst no pompous trainc, nor antick crowd 
Of young, gay swearers, with their needlease, lowd 
Ketiaue ; All was hero smooth as thy bride, 
And calm like her, or that mild evening-tide. 
Yet hadst thou nobler guests : angels did wind, 
And rove about thee, guardians of thy mindc : 
These fetch'd thee home thy bride, and all the way 
Advis'd thy servant what to do, and aay ; 
These taught him at the well, and thither brought 
The chast and lovely object of thy thought. 
Itut here was ne'r a complement, not one 
Spruce, supple cringe, or study'd look put on. 
All was plaine, modest truth : Nor did she come 
In Towles and curies, mincing and stately dumb ; 
But in a \-irgin native blush and fears 
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Fresh as those roses which the Day-spring wcara. 

sweet, divine simplicity ! grace 

ficyond a curlL'd lock, or painted fucc ! 

A pitcher too she had, nor thought it much 

To cany that, which some would scorn to touch ; 

With which in mild, chast language she did wooo 

To draw him drinkc, and for hia camels too. 

And now thou kncwst her coming, it was time 
To get thee wings on, and devoutly climbe 
Unto thy God ; for morriagc of all states 
}[ukG3 most unhappy, or most fortunatcs. 
This brought tlico forth, where now thou didst 

Thy eoul, and with new pioions refresh 
Her wearied wings, which so restor'd did flyc' 
Above the stars, a trjck unknoim and high ; 
And in her piercing flight pcrfum'd the ayer, 
Scatt'ring tlio niyrrhe and incense of thy pmy'r. 
So from Lahai-roi's' well, some spicie cloud, 
Woo'd by the sun, swela up to be his shrewd. 
And from her' moist wombo weeps a fragrant 
show re, 

' MUprintoi'fluo' 0. 

' A wol in tho South Country where Jacob dwelt, be- 
Iwccno Cadcsh and Bored ; llcb. the wel of him that 
liveth and seoth mo. V, 

' Miaprinted 'hia' lU'j prinlcr'e tj-o or meoioiy being 
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Whicli, scattcr'd in a thousand pearls, each flowro 
And herb partakea ; where haying stood awhile 
And something coold the paich'd and thirstio isle, 
The thankful! Earth unlocks her eelfo, and blends 
A thouBond odours, which — nil mist — Bhe sends 
TJp in one cloud, and bo returns flic skies 
That dew they lent, a breathing saerifiee. 

Thus BOar'd thy soul, who — though young- 
didst inherit 
Together with his bloud thy father's spirit, 
"Whose active zeal and tried faith were to thee 
Familiar ever since thy infaneie. 
Others were tym'd' and train'd up to't, but thou 
Diddst thy swift years in piety out-grow. 
Age made them rev'rend, and a snowic head, 
But thou wcit so, e're Time his anow could shed. 
Then, who would truly limnc thee out, must paint 
First a young patrioich, then a mani'd saint. 

tekea'by ' Ai'tBbrowd' above, ili. Lyta mode the rcqaircd 
eoirecUoD. G. 

> = brought to the Cbnrcb «t the time appconted. 
" So soon as they were abU tu learn the solemu vow, pro- 
mise and. professioa made for them." Second rabric at 
and of Catechiem and Eihoit. Bapt. Bsrvice. 0. 
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THE BEITTISn CHURCH. 

^M^^M And while these here their mists and 
ESBaJ ehadowcs hatch, 

liy gloiiouB Head 
Doth on those hills of mirrho audinccnBe watch.' 
Hast, hast, my deare ! 
The soiildiers hero 
Cast in their lotts againc. 
That seamlcso coot, 
The lowos touch'd not, 
These dare divide, and stainc. 

2. 
get thcc wings ! 
Or if as jet— untill Uiese clouds depart, 

And the day springs — 
Thou thiuk'et it good to tarry where Thou art, 
Write in Thy bookes 
My ravish' d looks. 
Slain flock, and piUag'd fleeces, 
And haste Thee so 
As a young i-oe 
Upon the mounts of spices.' 



' Song of SolomoD, ii 
' SoDg of Solomon, vi 



, Google 



rosu canipi ! lilium convallium ! quooKKlo 
nuuc facta cs pabulum nprorum !' 

THE LAMFE. 
Bis dead night i'oudiI about ; llorrour doth 

crccpc 
I And move ou with the shudfs ; etara nod 

And through the dark uifc »piu a fiiio thix'ad, 
Such OS dolh gild the lazio glow-worm's bed. 

Yet burn'st thou hero, b full day ; while I spend 
My i-est in cares, and to the dark world lend 
Thcso flames, as thou dost thiac to me ; I watch 
Thathoure, which must thy life aud mine dispatch ; 
£ut still thou docstout goc mc, I can sec 
Met in thy flames all acts of piety ; 
Tiiy light, is Charity ; thy beat, ia Zealc ; 
And thy aspiiing, active fires reveille 
Devotion atill on wing ; Then, thou dost weepo 
Still as thou burn'st, and the wat-mc dropping* 
crecpe 

> O Rose of the riam 1 [ ^ ol' Sharon] '^ ^■'^7 of i'^" 
Valleya ! hoir art thou become tiio food of wild boars ! Cf. 
the i<:imc scDtiii.ent onward in the poem of 'TbeHoly 
CommilDioQ " ; "O Itiiae of Slmron ! O tho I.ily of tho 
Valley 1 How art Thou now, Thy floik to keep, Bocomo 
lioth lood ami Shephtatd to Thy eliirp ". G. 
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V out tliy k'ngth, as if tliou'ilEt know 
Wliat stock, and bow much time were left theo 

Kur dost thou fpend oncfeavo in vain, for still 
As thou dissolv'st to tbcm, and they distil], 
They're storM up in the socket, where they lye, 
When all is spent, thy last and sure supply : 
And siieli is tnie llcpentance ; ov'ry breath 
Weo spend in sighes, is treasure after death. 
Only one point escapes theo ; that thy oile 
Is still out with thy flume, and so both faile ; 
But whensoe'to I'm out, both shiilbe in, 
And where thou mad'st an end, there I'lc begin. 

Mahk, cap. 13. TEU. 3a. 
Watch you therefore, for you know not wJitn the 
Master of the home voinHh, at Eeen, or at mid-night, 
or at the Coek-eroteing, or in the morninj. 



HAN'S FALL, AND RECOVKRY. 

JAltEWELL, you everlasting hills! I'm 

cast 
I Here under clouds, where stormea and 

tempests blast 
This sully' dflowro, 
Eob'd of your calmo ; nor can I ever make, 
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Transplanted thus, one Icafe of his t' a^rake ; 

But cv'ry houre 
He aleepes, and droops ; and in this drowaie state 
Leaves me a slave to passions, and my fate ; 

Besides I've lost 
A traine of lights, which in those sun-shine dayes 
"Were my sure guides, and only with me stayea, 

—Unto my cost — 
One sullen' heame, whoso charge is to dispense 
Afore punishment than knowledge to my sense ; 

Two thousand yearcs 
I sojoura'd thus. At last Jeshurua's king 
Those famous tables did from Sinai bring ; 

Iheac awcll'd my fciires, 
Gmlts, trespasses, and all this inward awe ', 
For sinne tookc streugth and vigour from the Law. 

Tct hare I found 
A plenfeons way— thanks to that Holy One '. — 
To canccll all that e'le was writ in stone. 

His saving wound 
Wept blond, that broke this adamant,* and gave 

< Hore =. gloom}', dark, tho 'shadow' ororcoming tho 
'beamo'. Frequent in Shakespearo : bIm in Hilton 
" swinging slow with lulitn nwr " (II PcDBoroao, line 7* ) 
"lUllen Moloch" [on Nativity 205) ci nliii. O. 

' = stone-lianl heart. It ia aomctimes used, so early aa 
Cbarxixr, for the lood-etone, as hy ShnkeBpeare, " iron to 
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To sinners confidence, life to the grave ; 

Thia makes me upan 
My fathers' journeys, and in one faire step 
re all tbeir pilgrimage and labours leap. 

Tor Ood — made Man — 
Redac'd th' extent of works of faith ; bo mode 
Of their Eed Sea, a spring ; I wash, they wade. 

11oii[ans] C4P. 18. VEB. 19. 

A» hy th« offftut of on», the fault tame on all 

mtn to cimdemnation ; so hg th« righteoumMi of 

Om, th« benefit abounded toward* all mm to Ihtj'ut- 

tijicationoflifi. 



THE SHOWRE. 

|WA8 so ; I saw thy birth. That drowsie 
lake 
From her faint bosomo breath'd thee the 



Of ber sick waters, and infections ease. 
But now at even. 

Too grosse for heaven. 
Thou fall'st in teares, and wcep'st for thy mistake. 



aiament" (Troilus and Cros. iiL 2) " draw n 
hMTtcd adamant " (I Henry \i. i. i). Q, 
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2. 
Ah ! it is BO with me : oft hive I prest 
Heaven vith a lazie breath ; but fniitlcs this 
Peirc'd not ; love only can with quick accesse 

Unlock the way, 

When all else stray, 
The smoke and exhalations of the brcst. 



Tot, if as thou docat melt, and with thy tiaine 
Of drops make soft the Earth, my eyes could weep 
O're my hard heart, that's bound up and asleep; 

Perhaps at last, 

— Some such showres past — 
My God would give a sun-shine after raine, 

DISTKiCTION. 
^^^a ENIT me, that am crumbled dust ! the 

W^sH Is all dispcrs'd and chcapc ; 

Give for a handfull but a thought. 
And it is bought; 
Hadst thou 
Hade me a starre, a pcarle, or a raiu-bow, 
The beamcs I then had shot 
My light had lesscnd not ; 
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But DOW 

I fiad my selfu Uic lease, thu more I grow ; 

Tho world 
Is full of Toicca ; man is coll'd, and hurl'd 
By ODch ; he auswera all, 
Enoira ev'ry nolo and call ; 
Hence, still 
Frrsh dotage tempts, or old usurps bis will. 
Yet hadst Thou dipt ray wings, when coffin'd in 
This quickcn'd mnsso of sinne, 
And saved that light, which freely Thou 
Sidst then bestow, 
I feoro 
I should havo spurn'd, and said Thou didst for- 

Or that Thy store was lessc : 
But now since Thou diilst blessc 
So much, 
I grieve, my God ! that Thou hast made mo such. 

1 grieve ? 
0, ycB ! Thou know'st I doe ; come, and ri-Itive, 
And fame, and kccpo downe with Thy light, 
Bust that would rise, and dimnic my sight ! 
Lest left alone too long 
Amidst the noise und tlirong, 
Oppressed I, 
Striringto save the whole, by parcclts dye. 
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THE rURStriTE. 

iJijJVj'OUD ! what a busie, restles thing 
K ^aUi Hnst thou made man ! 

I^f^dj. Each day and houre he is on wing, 

Reats not & span ; 
Then having lost the aunne, and light, 

By clouds surpriz'd. 
He keeps a comniei-cc in tho night 

With aire diaguia'd. 
Hudst Thou given to this active dust 

A state untir'd. 
The lost sonno had not left the huske, 

Nor home desir'd.' 
That was Thy secret, and it is 

Thy mercy too ; 
For when all feiles to bring to hlisao, 

Then thin must doe. 
Ah ! Lord ! nnd what a purchase will that be, 
To take us sick, that sound would not take Thee ! 

■ Tie ' rrcdiga] ' in the porahlB. &*• Luke c. it, Q, 
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MOUNT OF OLIVES. 

l^^iWEETE, aacred hill! on whose fiiii 

fS^^m My Snviour Hate, shall I iillow 

Leoguage to loce 
And idolize some shade, or grove, 
Neglecting thee ? such ill-plac'd wit, 
Conceit, or call it what you please, 

Is the hnine'B fit. 

And mccrc diacaso. 



Cotswold' and Cooper's' hoth, have met 
^^'ith learnM swainea, and cceho yet 

Their pipes, and wit; 
£ut thon slcep'st in a dcopc neglect, 
Tlntouch'd by any; and what need 
The sheep hleat thee a silly lay. 

That heard' st hoth reed 

And shcopwai'd' play ? 

' Protubly if not ccrtainlj, the nllusioD is to Clgicbnt 
BarXHDALB, among whuee numeroua nritingg in verse and 
prose is tie following : " Nj-mpha libertis or Uie Colm-old 
Muse "Ac. (1651). O. 

' Sir John Dcnham's " Cooper's Hill," appearod in 
1G42 ; 2d editioa with additions, in 16S0. 0. 

* As 'bcarward' in Shakespeare : (Much Ado, ii. 1.) Q. 
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3. 

Ytt if pot'ta mind thee well, 
Tlicy shull find thou art their hill. 

And fountain c too. 
Their Lord with thee hud most to doo; 
llu wept once, wiilkt whole nights on Ihcc : 
And from thenco — His suff' rings ended — 

Unlo gloriu 

Wns attended. 
4. 
Being thciT, this spueious ball 
Is hut His narrow footstoolo all ; 

And what wc thiuko 

TJnBrarchahlc, now with ono winke 

He doth comprise ; But in this aire 

When He did stay to hearo our ill 

And Binne, this hill 

AVos then His chaire. 



THE IXCARNATION^ AlHD PASSION.' 

fijiWVljOllD ! wlicn'lhoudid'stThyselfeundreBse, 
K 0^]l Laying by Thy robes of glory, 
S^aaii To make us wore. Thou wouldst be lesso. 
And becam'st a wofuU story. 

' B™ Memoriiil-lDtroduttion for paniUela from FIct- 
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To put on clouiU instead of liglit, 
And cloath the moming-starre with dust, 
Wns a translation of such hiight 
As, but in Thee, was no'r exprcst. 

llravc wotnics and cmlh ! that thus could have 
A God cntlos'd within your cell. 
Your M^uker punt tip in a grave, 
Life lockt in death, heav'n in a. shell ! 

Ah, my dearo Lord ! what could'st Thou spyc 
In this impure, rehellious claj-. 
That made Thee thus resolve to dye 
For those that kill Thee every diiy ? 

what strange ivonders conld Ihco move 
To alight Thy precious bloud, and breath ! 
Sure it was love, my Loitl ; for lovo 
Is only stronger ftir Ihiiii death ! 



THE CALL. 

|OME, my heart ! come, my head, 
In sighes, and tcares ! 
i now, since you have lainc thus dead, 
Some twenty years ; 
Awake, awake, 
Some pitty take 
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Upon Tour selves ! 
TrVlio ni'vtT wake to grone, nor wcopo, 
Shall be scntenc'd for their sleepo. 



Doo but see your sad estate, 
How many sands 
Have left us,' while \vc carelea sate 
^Vitb folded handa ; 
What stock of nights. 
Of dayes, and yeares 
In silent flights 
Stole by our eares ; 
How ill have we our selves bestow' d, 
Whose suns are all set in a cloud ! 



Yet come, and let's peruse them all, 

And as we passe, 
What sins on every minute Ml 
Score on the glosse ; 
Then weigh, and rate 
Their heavy state, 
Untill 
The glasso with teares you fill ; 
That done, we shall be safe and good : 
Those beasts were cleane, that chcw'd the cud. 



; measured by the laad-glasg. Q, 



Digiiizodb, Google 



SILEX SC1NI1LUN3. as 

T [EARLY TAKEN.] 

HSHBIHOU that know'stfor whom I mourno, 
^BBW And why these tcarcs appearc, 
jSbSlI That keep'st account till He rcturac 

Of ail His dust loft here ; 
As easily Thou mightst prevent, 
Ab now produce, tht'se teoi'es, 
And tdde unto that day he went 

A faire supply of yeares. 
But 'twas my ainne that forc'd Thy haud 

To euU this prim-rose out, 
That by Thy early choice forewarned 

My soule might looke about. 
what a vanity is man ! 

How like the eye's quick winkc 
Hia cottage fuiles ; whoso narrow span 

Begins even at the brink ! 
Nine months thy hands are fashioning ua, 

And many yearea — alas ! — 
E're wo can lisp, or ought discuaae 

Concerui'ig TLca, must paise ; 
Ytt have I knowne Thy alightest things, 

A feather, or a shell, 

' Thiaj is one of vtrioua Laments on the death of 
a Tory dear friend. Soc our Momorial-IntroducUon. G. 
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A etich, or rml, which aomc chance brings 

The best of us excell ;' 
Yea, I hftve knownc these shreds out lust 

A fuirc-compacted frame, 
And for one twenty ve haTc pnst, 

Almost outlive our name. 
Thus hast Thou plac't in man's outsido 

Death to the common eye, 
That heaven within him might abide. 

And close eternitie ; 
Hence youth and fully— man's first shame- 
Are put unto the slaughter, 
And serious thoughts begin to tamo 

The wise-man's mudncs, laughter.' 
Dull, wretched woinies ! that would not keepc 

Within our first fairo bed. 
But out of Paradise must croepc 

For ev'ry foote to tread !' 
Yet had our Pilgrimage hin frco, 

And smooth without a thorae, 

' Thot is = Butlatl. Is it DoNNB wha in ono of 
his Sermons works out flnolj- tha contrast between 
long-traDsmitUid Tragilo' glass vessolg and man'stran- 
Bitorioessf 1 can't now recal tlio place : but it exiata 

' EccleaiiiBtcs II. 2. G. 
* = to trend [upon.] (!, 
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Pleasures had soil'd' EtiTDitic, 

And tares had choakt the come. 
Thus by (he crossc Salvation runncs ; 

Affliction is a mother, 
Whose painful throws yiold many sons, 

Each fairer than the other. 
A silent tenre can pcirce Thy throne, 

"When lowd ioyes want a wing; 
And sweeter aires strcame from a grone, 

That any artcd' string. 
Thus, Lord, I we my giiioe i3 great, 

My lossc hut little to it ; 
Yet something more I must iutreatc, 

And only Thou canst doe it. 
let mc — like him— know my end ! 

And be as glad to find it : 
And whatsoe'r Thou slialt commend 

Still let Thy servant mind it! 
Then make my soule white as his ownc, 

My faith as pure and steddy, 
And deck me. Lord, with the same crownc 

That has crownd him already I 

' I read 'eoil'd' but in Uie original it looks liko 
' foil'd ' — only f and s tUcoughout are indistinct. O. 
' — siring Ekilfully set and plaj'cd upon. G. 
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TANITT OF SPIRIT. 
BKPRUITE spent with thonghU, I left; my cell , 

ffin-'^l Whcro a Bhrill epring tun'd to the early 
day. 
I beg'd here long, and gron'd to know 
"Who gaTQ the clouda aohmve a bow, 
Who bent the spheres, and circled in 
Cormption with this glorious ring ; 
"What is His name, and how I might 
Descry some part of His great light . 

I Bummon'd Nature ; peirc'd through all her 
store; 

Broke up some seales, which none had touch'd 
before; 
Her wombe, her bosome, and her head, 
Where all ber secrets lay a bed, 
1 rifled quite ; and having past 
Through all the creatures, came at last 
To search myselfe, where I did find 
Traces, and sounds of a strange kind. 

Hero of this mighty spring I found some drillj,' 

'With ecchoes beaten from th' ctemall hiUs. 
"Weake boames and fires flash'd t^i my sight, 
Like a young East, or moone-shinc night, 

■ = rillB. See !oot-D0U aitlr. 0. 
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Wich shcv'd mo in a nook cast by 
A pcece of much antiquity, 
With hycroglyphicks quite dismcmbred. 
And broken letters scarce lemcmbrcd. 
I t«okc them up, and — much joy' d— went about 
T' unite those peeccs, hoping to find out 
The mystery ; but this nccr done, 
That little light I had was gone. 
It gricT'd me much. At last, said I, 
' Since ia these rcyls my ecclipa'd eye 
May not approach Thcc— for at Eight 
Who can have commerce with the light?— 
I'lc disapparell, and to buy 
But oue half glaunco, most gladly dye.' 



THE HETltEATE. 

IAPl'Y those early dayes, when I 
Shin'd in my angell-infancy ! 
Before I understood this place 
Appointed for my second race, 
Or taught my soul to fancy ought 
But a whit«, celestiall thought ; 



D of Augustine's famous wiflli that ha 
might die, if only so he might sm God. In ' Confca- 
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WboD yet I had not walkt aboro 

A mile or two, from my firrt love. 

And looking back — at that short space — 

Conld sec a glimpse of His bright-face ; 

AVhen on aome gilded cloud, or Rowre 

My gazing soul would dwell an houro. 

And in thoso weaker gloiies spy 

Some shadows of eternity ; 

Before I taught my tongue to wound 

iij conscience with a sinful! sound, 

Or had the black art to diapcnce 

A scT'rall sinne to ev'ry sencc, 

Bat felt through all this fleshly dresso 

Bright ahootcs of everlastinguesse. 

how 1 long to travcU back, 
And tread again that ancient track ! 
That I might once more roach that plaine, 
"Where first I left my glorious traiue ; 
From whence th' inlightned spirit sees 
That shady City of palmo trees. 
But ah ! my soule with too much stay 
Is drunk, and staggers in the way ! 
Some men a forward motion love, 
But I by backward steps would move ; 
And when this dast falls to the urn. 
In that state I came, return. 
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SILEX 8CIKTILLANS. 

H [YEARNING]. 

KaMbOUE, como ! what doe I hero? 

VKXgffl Since he is gone 

I^^Sh Each day ia grown a dozen year, 
Amd each houre, one ; 
Come, come! 
Cut off the sum : 
By these soil'd teares ! 
—Which only Thou 
Know'st to be true — 
Dayes are my fcarea. 

2. 
Thcr'fl not a wind con stir, 
Or beam passe by, 
But strait I think — though far^ 
Thy hand ia nigh. 
Come, come ! 
Strike these lips dutnb : 
This restles breath, 
That soiles Thy name, 
"WiU n(j'r be tame 
Untill in death. 



Perhaps some think a tombe 
No house of store, 
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Bat a dark and scal'd up vombe. 

Which ne'r breeds more. 
Come, come ! 
Such thoughts iKnum : 
But I would be 
"With him I weep 
A-bed, and sleep, 
To wake in Thee. 



t MIDNIGHT. 

LiUSK to my cyea, 
—Whilst deep aleep otberB catches — 

Thine hoast of apycs, 
The ataTrea, shine in their watches, 

I doe survey 

Each huaie ray. 
And how they work, and wind ; 

And wish each beamo 

Sly soule doth stream 
With the like ardour shin'd ; 

What emanations, 

Quick vibrations, 
And bright stirs are there ! 

What thin ejections. 

Cold affections. 
And slow motions here ! 
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Thy heaT'nB— some say — 
Arc a liric-liqaid light, 

WUch mingling ayo 
StrcameB, and flamcB thus to the sight. 

Come then, my God ! 

Shine on this bloud 
And irater, in one beame ; 

And Thou sholt sco 

Kindled by Thee 
Bothliquonrsbumc, and Htrcame. 

what bright qnicknes, 

Active brightnea, 
And cclestiall floves, 

"WiU follow after 

On that water, 
Which Thy Spirit blowes ! 

MaTTIi[bw] CIP 3. TER. II. 

/ indeed baptiu you with waitr unto rtpentanct, 
hut Me that eommeth after me, t> mightier than I; 
Whose thooet I am not worthy to heart ; Bt thall 
baptite you with the Soly Ghost, and withjire. 
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f CONTEST. 
jEACE, peace ! I know 'twas bravo ;' 
Eut this coarse flcoce, 
I shelter in, is slave 
To no Buch pecec. 
When I am gone, 
I shall no ward-robes leave 

To friend, or sonne, 
Sut what' their own homes weave. 

2. 

Such, thoagh not proa 1 nor full, 

May make them weep. 
And mouin to soo the wooll 

Outlast the sheep : 

Poore, pious weare ! 
Uodstthou bin rich, orfine. 

Perhaps that tearc 
Ilud mouru'd thy lossc, not mine. 

3. 

Why then these curl'd, pufiTd points, 
Cr a laecd story ? 

' This wab written on Some ' brave ' or rich and hand- 
Bome pioce of uppu-cl Icfl him by hh Mend, or rather 
oficred by his executors. G. 

1 ^But like to what. C. 
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Death sets all out of joiot, 

And scomcs their glory . 
Some love a rose' 

Id hand, Bome in the Bkin ; 

B»t, crosse to those, 

I would have mine within. 

t [SAINTS AS RTAltS], 

lOT of my life Tvhilc left me here ! 
And still my Love I' 
How in thy absenee thon dost ateere 
Me from above ! 
A life well lead 
This truth commends, 
"With quick or dead 
It never ends. 



Stars are of mighty use ; the Night 
Is dark, and long ; 

' It Bcems dou1)tful whctlii^r ihiA woa suggested bjiroBOs 
(ot rosettes as we now call them) or rilibond on the dress : 
' perliaps it i« more likely he speaks of bia fricad as Shakes- 
peare did_ of W. U. AS a rose, and as back a little, a 
' primrose '. Q. 
' =lo\'ed one. Q. 
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The rodo foul ; and where one goea right, 
Six may go wiODg. 
One twinking ray, 
Shot o'r some cloud, 
Uay clear much way. 
And guide a croud. 



God's saints are shining lights : who stays 

Kcre long mast poase 
O're dark hills, swift streames, and steep ways 

As smooth as glosse ; 

But these all night. 

Like candles, shed 

Their beames, and light 

TTs into b«^. 



They are — indeed — our ptllat-fires. 
Seen as we go ; 

They are that Citie's shining cfpires 
■^e travcll to : 
A swordlike gleame 
Kept man, for sin 
First out ; this beame 
Will guide him in. 
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THE STORM. 

SEE the use ; and know my bload 

Is not a aeo, 
But a shallow, boundt'd floud, 
Though red aa be ; 
Tet haTc I flows, as strong as his, 
And boj-ling stremea that rave 
With the same curling force, and hifse, 
As doth the mountniu' J wave. 



But'when his waters billow thas, 

Dark storms, and wind 
Incite them to that fierce discus.^, 

Else not inclin'd. : 
Thns the Gularg'd, inrag^d air 

TJnoalmes these to a floud ; 
But still the weather that's most fair 

Brecd3_tempests in my bloud. 



Lord, then round me with weeping clouds, 

An4 l£t my mind 
Id quick blasts sigh beneath those shrouds, 

A spirit- wind ; 
So shall this storms purge this recluse 
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Which siafull caeo made foul. 
And wind and water to Thy use 
Both wash and wing my bouI. 

THE MORNING WATCH. 

j JOYES !' Infinite sweetnes ! with what 

Sow res 
I And shoots of glory, my soul breakes and 

All the longhoares 

Of night and rest, 

Through the still shrouds 

Of Bleep, and ctouda. 
This dew fell on my breast ; 

how it blouda. 
And spirits all my earth ! hcark ! in what rings, 
And hymning circulations the quick world 

Awakes, and sings t 

The rising winds, 

And falling springs, 

Birds, beasts, all things 
Adore Him in their kinds. , 

Thus all is hurl'd 
In sacTcd hymnes and order ; the great cMmo 
And symphony of Kature. Prayer is 

The world in tuno, 

A Bpirit-voyce, 
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And Tocall joyes. 
Whose eccho is heaVns bliasc. 

let me cUmbe 
"When I lye down ! The pious sonl by night 
Is liko a clouded atairc, whose bcamca, tliough scd 

To shed their light 

TJndpr some clond, 

Yet are ahovo, 

And shine and move 
Beyond that mistio shrowd. 

So in my bed, 
— That cnrtain'd grave — though sleep, liko ashes, 

M'y lamp and life, both shall in Thee abide. 



THE ETESING-WATCH. 

A DiALOQVE. 

Bodij. 
|ARE\VELL ! I goe to sleep ; but when 
The day-star springs, I'le wake ageu. 

Soul. 
Qoc, sleep in peaee ; and when thou lyest 
Fnnumber'd in thy dust, when all this frame 
la hut one drnmme, and what thou now dcscriest 
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In sev'rnll parts shall want a name. 
Then may His pcacs ho vith thee, and each dust 
Writ in- His hook, who ne'r hetray'd man's trust. 

Body. 
Amen! but hark, eer we two stray, 
How many hours do'st think 'till day ? 

Soul. 
Ah go ; thou'tt weak, and slccpie. Heav'n 
Is a plain watch, and without figures winds 
All ages np ; Who drew this circle, even 

He, fils it ; dares and hours aro blinds. 
Tet this take with thcc ; The last gasp of Time 
Is thy first breath, and man's otemall prime. 



H [BEEE-iVEMEKT]. 

ILENCE and stealth of dayes ! ' Tia now, 
Since thou art gone, 
Twelve hundred houres, and not a brow 
But clouds hang on. 
As he that in some care's thick damp, 

Lockt from the light, 
Fixeth a solitary lamp. 

To brave th^night, 
And walking from his Sun, when past 
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That glim'riiig ray, 
Cats throDgti the heavy mists in hasto 

Sack to his day ; 
So o'r fled minntcB I retreat 

TJuto that hour. 
Which shew'dthce last, but did dufeat 

Thy light, and pow'r. 
I search, and rack my boqI to see 

Those beames again; 
But nothing but the snuff to mo 

Appearcth plain ; 
That, dark and dead, sleeps in its known, 

And common nm ; 
But those, fled to their Maker's throne. 

There ehinc, and burn, 
could I track them ! but souls must 

Track one the other ; 
And now the r^irit, not the dust, 

Vust be thy brother. 
Bat I hare one pearle, by Whose light 

All things I see; 
And in the heart of earth and night 

Find heaven, and theo. 
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CHURCH SERVICE. 

LEST be the God of harmony and lore ! 

The God above ! 

And Holy Dovo ! 

Whose interceding, spirituall gronc 
Make restless moncs 
For dust, and stones ; 

For dust in every port, 

But a hard, stonie heart. 

2. 

how in this Thy quire of souls I stand, 
— Propt by Thy hand— 
A heap of sand ! 
"Which busic {houghts — like winds — would scatter 
quite, 

And put tA flight. 
But for Thy might ; 
Thy hand alouc doth tamo 
Those blasts, and knit my frame ; 
And in this musick, by Thy martyrs' bloud 
Seal'd and made good. 
Present, God, 
The eccho of these stones, 
Mj sighcs and groncs ! 
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BURIALL. 
^^ THOU ! the fitst- fruits of the dead, 
Ski And their dark bed, 
*!i^M When I am cast into that deep 

And senseless eleep : 
The wages of my sinno ; 
then, 
Thoa great Prescner of all myn ! 
Watch o'rc that loose, 
And empty house, 
Which I sometimes' liv'd in. 



It is— in truth — a ruin'd peece, 
Not worth Thy eyes ; 
And searpo a room, but wind and rain 
Beat through, and stain 
The seats, and coUb within ; 
Tct Thou 
Led by Thy love wouldst stoop thas low, 
And io this cott, 
All tilth and spott, 
Didst with Thy servant inno.' 

> = soma time, Cf. lodico of words m our LokI Brooks 
Ac. &c. O. 

' = dvell, Cf. [ndox of words io our Phineaa Flet- 
o*ier, aa ia Giles Flotchor, &C. Ac. O. 
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3. 

And nothing can, I hourcly soe, 
Drive Thee from me. 
Thou art the samf, Mthfull and just 
In life, or dust. 
Though then — thus crunun'd — I stray 
In blasts. 
Or exhalations, and wasts, 
Eeyond all eyes, 
Yet Thy love spies 
That change, and knows Thy clay. 



The world's Thy boie : how then — there tost — 

Can I be lost P 
But the dclky is all : Tyme now 
Is old, and slow ; 
His wings are dull, and sickly. : 
Yet 1 e 
Thy servant is, and waits on Thee. 
Cutt then the summe : 
Lord, haste, Lord, come, 
come, Lord Jesus, quickly I 

Boii[ahs] up. 8. VEB. 23. 

And not onljf thty, hut our uIpm alto, which ^n 
thejirit fraiit of tht Spirit, evm WM our ulvngroH* 
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'fithin our stkei, waiting/or the adoption, to wit, 
'h» rfdttnplion of our hoiy. 

CHEAKFULNESS. 

jEnnlOED, with what courage, and delight 

K ^Sw I doe each thing, 

PLi_H' WTien Thy least breath sustaines my 



I shine, and moro 
Like those above, 
And — with much gkdnessa 
Quitting sadnesso— 
Make me faire dayea of every, night. 

2. 
AMiction thus mecre pleaaure is ; 

And hap what will, 
If Thou be in't, 'tis welcome still. 

But since Thy rayes 

In sunnic dayes 

Thou dost thuB lend, 

And freely spend, 
Ah ! what shall I return for this ? 



that I were all soul ! that Thou 
Wouldst make each part 
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Of this poor, sinfuU frame, pure heart ! 

Then would I drown 

My single one ; 

And to Thy praise 

A consort raise 
Of hallelujahs here below. 

f [FAE OFF]. 

jH^^^TJBE, there's a tyc of bodyes ! and as thcy 

ft^3j Dissolve — with it— to clay, 

^SSSi LoTO languisheth, and memory doth rust 

O'r-caat with that cold dust ; 
For things thus center" d, without heames, or action, 

Mor give, nor take contaction;' 
And man is such a marygold, these fled. 

That shuts, and hangs the head. 

2. 

Absents within the Line conspire,' and sense 

Things distant doth unite ; 
Herbs .sleep unto the East, and some fowlcs thenco 

"Watch the returns of light. 

' = the act of touclim);, now ' contact,' Q. 
' The meaning here ia somewhat obscure, but seo our 
Memorial- Introduction for aeveral pnrallitL uses of ' line '. 
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But hearts aro not so kind : false, short delights 

Tell us the world is bravo, 
And ivrap us iu imagiaary flights 

Wide of n faithful! graTC. 
Thus Lazatus was carried out of town ; 

For 'tis our foes chief art 
£y distance all good objects first to drown, 

And then heaeigo the heart. 
But I will bo my own death's-head ;' and though 

The flatt'rer say, ' I live,' 
Because inccrtaiuties we cannot know. 

Be sure, not to believe. 



PEACE. 



Y soul, there is a conntrio 

Fur beyond the stars. 
Where stands a winged ceutrie 

All skillull in the wars ; 
There, above noise, and danger. 

Sweet Peace sits crown'd with smiles, 



' A reference cither to the old Egyptiaa cuatom of 
bringiDg in a death's iicad at teaeta, or less probably, to a 
death's head memorial- ring. G. 
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Aud One bom in a manger 

Commands the beauteous files. 
He is tby gracious friend 

And — O my soul awake ! — 
Did in pure love descend, 

To die here for thy sate. 
If thon canst get but thither, 

There growes the flowre of Peace, 
The Rose that canaot wither, 

Thy fortresse, and thy ease. 
Leave then thy foolish ranges ; 

For none can thee secure, 
But One, who never changes. 

Thy God, thy life, thy cure. 

THE PASSION. 

^ftfgjj MY chief good ! 
iSHsM My dear, dear God ! 
ftSSEfl When Thy best blood 
Did issue forth foro'd by therjd. 

What pain didst Thou 

Feci in each blow ! 

How didst Thou weep, 

And Thy self steep 
In Thy own precious, saving teares 1 

What cruflU smart 

Did teare Thy heart ! 
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How didst Thou groDC it 

In the spirit, 
O Thou, Trhom my soul Iotoh, and fcarca ! 
2. 

Most blessed Vine ! 

"Whose juice so good 

I feel as wine, 
But Thy faire branches felt as bloud, 

How wert Thou prest 

To be my feast ! 

In what deep anguish 

Didst Thou languish ! 
What springs of sweat and bloud did drown Thee ! 

How in one path 

Did the fuU wrath 

Of Thy great Father 

Crowd and gather, 
Doubling Thy griefs, when none would own Tbec ! 
3. 

How did the weight 

Of all our sinucs, 

And death unito 
To wrench, and rack Thy blessed limbes ! 

How pale, and bloudie 

Lookt Thy body ! 

How bruis'd, and bioko 
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With every stroke ! 

How meek, and patient was Thy spirit F 
How (liilst Thou cry, 
And grone on high 
' Father forgive, 
And let them live ! 

I dye to make my foes inherit ! ' 



blessed Lamb ; 
That took'st my sinno, 
That took'st my shame, 

How shall thy' dust Thy praises sing ! 

1 would I wore 
One hearty tear ! 
One constant spring! 
Then would I bring 

These, two small mites,* and be at strife 
"Which should most vie, 
II J- heart, or eye, 
Teaehing my years 

' a 'my' i. e, the Poet's, thoreforo (to diatingniah) not 
priDt«d with a capital T : and Bimilarly elBGvhere, O. 

' ITio old Puritans love to tell ot tho 'twomitea' that 
every one may 'render' to the I^ord, body and sooL 
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Iq smiles and tears 
To weep, to sing, Thy death, my life. 



Rom[aDs] cap. 8. vcr. 19. 

Etenim re» trtatce »xerlo eapite observanlM w 
pedant r»f»tntioneai ftiorum Dei. 

HND do they so ? have they a sense 
Of ought but influence 1 
I Can they their heads lift, and expect. 
And grone too ? why th' elect. 
Can do no more ; my volumes sed 

They were all dull, unil dead ; 
They judg'd them senslessc, and itieir state 
Wholly inanimate. 
Go, go ; Seal up thy looks, 
And bum thy books ! 



I would I were a stone, or tree, 
Or flowre by pedigree. 

Or Bomo poor high-way herb, or spiing 
To flow, or bird to sing ! 

Then ahould I — tyed to one sure state — 
All day expect my date ; 

But I am sadly loose, and stray 
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A giddj blast each way ; 

let me not thus range ! 

Thou canst not cbunge. 



Sometimca I sit with Thee, and tarry 
An hour or bo, then vary. 

Thy other creatuies in this scene 

Thee only aym, and mean; 

Some rise to seek Thee, and with heads 
Erect, peep from their heds ; 

Others, whose birth is in the tomb, 
And cannot quit the womb. 
Sigh there, and grone for Thee, 
Their liberty. 



let mo not do Icsse ! shall they 

Watch, while I sleep or play ? 
Shall I Thy mercies still abuse 

"With fancies, friends, or newes P 
brook it not ! Thy bloud is mine, 

And my soul should be Thine ; 
brook it not ! why wilt Thou stop 

After whole showres one drop? 

Sure, Thou wilt joy to see 
Thy sheep with Thee. 
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THE RELAPSE. 
ST God. how gi-acious art Thou ! I hnd slipt 
Almost to Hell, 
!i And on the Tcrgc of thnt dark, dreadful 
pit 

Did hear them yell ; 
But Thy love ! Thy rich, almighty love. 

That sav'd my soul, 
And checkt their furie, when I saw them move. 
And heard them hotrl! 

my Bole Comfort, take no more these wayca. 

This hideouB path. 
And I wil mend my oirn without delayea : 
Cease thou Thy wrath ! 

1 have deserv'd a thick, Egyptian damp, 

— Dork as my deeda — 
Should mist' within mo, and put out that lamp 

Thy Spirit feeds ; 
A darijng conscience full of stahs, and fears ; 

No shade but yewgJi, 
Sullen, and sad ecclipses, cloudio spheres. 

These are my due. 
But He that with His hlood — a price too deere— 

My scores did pay, 
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BiJ mc, by vcrtuc from Him, chak'ngc hcTo 

The brighU'st day ; 
Sweet, dowuio thoughts, soft lilly- shades, calm 

Joy OS full, and true. 

Fresh, spic-ie mominga, and eternal beams, — 

Thcsearellia due. 

THE RESOLVE. 
KjUifJiJ' IIAVE consider'd it ; and find 
un 1^1 ^ longer stiiy 
P^^T^*! Is hut excus'd noglcet. To mind 
One path, and stray 
Into another, or to none, I 

Cuunot he love ; 
l\'hcn shall that traveller come home, ' 

That will not move ? 
If Ihou woulil'st thither, linger not. 

Catch at tho place ; 
Tell youth, and beauty they must rot, 

They'r hut a case ; 
Loose, parccll'd hearts wil freeze : the sun 

With scattei'd locks 
Scarce warms, but by contraction 
Can heat the' rocks. 

' ' The ' as needed hy the scansion of the verse, is 
SDpplicd. ti. 
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Call in thy powers ; nm, and rcacli 

Home, with the light ; 
Be there, beforo the shadows stretch. 

And span up uiglit ; 
Follow the cry uo more :' there ia 

An ancient way, 
All strewed wilh Howrosundliappiness, 

And ficsh iis lluy ; 
There turn, and turn no more ; Let wits, 

Smile at fiiire eies, 
Or lips ; but wlio there weeping sits, 

IJath got the prize. 



THE MATCH. 
KEAB friend r whose holy, over- living linw 
Have done much good 
I To many, and have checkt my blood, 
My fierce, wild blood, that stiLl heaves, and in- 
clines, 

' = the common cry, and thorcfore >ha multitude. The 
cxprcssioD 19 lakea from huoiiig terms. Similitrly a 
little onwsrd in "Rules nndLss'innB" ('t, 9. Unp let) 
we have " b(s k not the same stupa with the crond ". i . 
' ' George Herbert. Sooour Ucmorial-lntroducliua fur 
more on him. G. 
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But is etill tam'd, 
J)_v those bright fires which thee inflaoi'd ; 
Here I jo)-n hands, aod thrust my stubborn heart 
Into thy Deed, 
There from no duties to he freed; 
And if hereafter youth, or folly thwart 
And claim their share, 
Here X renonace the poia'noas ware. 

II. 

■ CCEPT, dread Lord, the poor oblation; 
It is but pooi-e ; 
I Tet through Thy mercies maybe more. 
Thou ! that canet not wish my soul's damnation, 
Afford me life, 
And save me from all inward strife ! 
Two lifes I hold from Thee, my gracious Lord, 
Both cost Thee deer ; 
For one, I am Thy tenant here ; 
The other, the true life, in the next world 
And endless, is : 
let me still find that in (hit ! 
To Thee therefore my thoughts, words, acdona 
I do resign ; 
Thy will in all bo done, not mine. 
Settle my house, and shot out all distractions 
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That may unknit 
K; heart, and Thco planted in it ; 
Lord Jesu ! Thou didst bow Thy blessed head 
Upon a tree ; 
do aa much, now unto me ! 
hear, and heal Thy servant ! Lord, stiike dead 
All lasts in mo, 
"Who only wish life to serve Thee ! 
Suffer no more this dust to overflow 
And drown my tics ; 
But seal, or pin them to Thy skies. 
And let this grain, which here in tears I sow, 
Though dead, and aiok, 
Through Thy iccrease grow new, aod quick.' 

RULES AXD LESSONS. 
BSBSjjHEN' first thy eies unveil, give thy soul 

InlliH To do the like; our bodies but forerun 
The spirit's duty. True hearts spiead, and heave 
TTnto their God, as flow'rs do to the sun. 

Give Him thy first thoughts then ; so shalt thou 
keep 

Him company all day, and in Him sleep. 

I Living ; aa eUawhere. Q. 
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Yet never tilocp the sun up. PraytT shou'd 
DtiwD with the duy. There are set, awful houra 
'Twist heaven and us. The manaa was not good 
After sun-iisijjg ; fnir-day' sullies flowres. 

Iliae to prevent' the sun ; steep doth sins glut, 
And heaven's gate opens when Ibis world's is 

Walk with thy fellow-creatures : note the hush 
And whispers amongst them. There's not a spring, 
Or loafe but hath his morning- hymn. Each bush 
And onk dolh know I AM. Canst thou not sing ? 
leave thy cares, and follies ! go this way, 
■ And thou art bui-c to prosper all the day. 

Serve God before the world ; let Him not go, 
Until thou hast a blessing ; then rcsigno 
The whole unto Him ; and remember who 
Prevail'd hy wrestling ere the sua did shine.' 

I'oure oyle upon the stones ;' weep for thy sin ; 

Then journey on, and have an cie to hcav'n. 



' Mispriiitml 'far'. G. 
< = anticipate. See Ur, 
Word-Book, ». u. G. 

* Genesis xxiiii.24-2G. G, 

• Genetiis xiviii. 18. G. 
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MnrDings are myBteriea ; the first world's youth, 
Uan's rcsurrectioii, and tho Fotare's bud 
Shrowd in thdr birtha : The Crown of life, 

light, truth 
Is stil'd their ' starre,' the'etono,' and 'hidden 
food." 
Three bleasiugs wait upon them, two of which 
Should move ; they make us holy, happy, rich. 

When the world's up, and ev'ry swarm abroad. 
Keep thou thy temper ; mix not with each clay : 
Dispatch ncceasiticB ; life hath a load 
Which must be carri'd on, and safely may. 

Yet keep those cares without thee, let the heart 
Be God's alone, and choose the better part. 

Through all thy actions, counsels, and discourse. 
Let mildness and Religion guide thee out ; 
If truth be tbine, what needs a brutish force? 
But what's not good and just ne'r go about. 

Wrong not thy conscience for a rotten stick ; 

That gain Is dreadful, which makes spirits sick. 

To God, thy countrie, and thy friend be true : 

If priest, and people change, keep thou thy ground, 

■ Cf. BeTelatioBSXiii. IS : Isaiah xiTiii. 16 and TteTcla- 
tioniii. 17. Q. 
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Who »el3 llLJiaion, u a JuJas Jew : 

And oui his, once broke, the soul caonot ho boqliI. 
1 he piiJDTcr's a (Icvil let loose : \rhat can 
Tic up hia honde, tliat dares mock God, and man ? 

Seek not tlie same elcps with tbe crowd ; stick thou 
To tby sure trot ; a constant, humble mind 
Is both his own joy, and hia Maker's too ; 
Let folly dust' it on, or log behind. 
A Bweot Bclf-privacy in a right soul 
Out-nins the Eurth, and lines the utmost pole. 

To all thnt scuk thee, bear an open heart ; 
Make not thy breast a labyrinth or trap : 
If tryah come, this wil make good thy part. 
Tor honesty is safe, come what can hap ; 

It is the good man's feast ; the prince of flowrcs, 
■\Vhieh thrives in storms, and smels best after 
showres. 

Seal not thy eyes up from the poor, but give 
Proportion to their merits, and thy purae ; 
Thou moi'at in rags a mighty prince relieve, 
Who, when thy sins call for't, can fence a cui-ac : 

' See our Memorial- 1 □trodoction on this nnd other new 
M strangely uscii words. G. 
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Thou ehalt not lose one mite. Though waters 

stray, 
The bread we cast returns in fraughte' one day. 

Spend not an hour so, as te weep another. 

For tears are not thine own ; if thou giv'st words. 

Dash not thyself,' thy friend, nor Heav'n ; 

smother 
A vip'rous thought; some syllables ore swords. 
Unbitted tcnguos are in their penance double; 
They shame their owners, and the hearers 
trouble. 

Injure not modest bloud, whose spirits rise 
In judgement against lewdness ; that's base wit 
That Toyds but filth, and stench. Hast thou no 

prize 
But sickness or infection ? stifle it. 

Who makes his jest of sins, must be at least 
If not a very devill, worse than a beast. ; 

Yet fly no friend, if he be such indeed, 

' Gocleaiaates li. i. : &anghts= freights. O. 
' ' Thj-sBlf ' supplied. Mr. Lyte inBerted, without note, 
'withthem'. 'ThyBolf' seomBpreferaUe. Gf.laattwo 
lines of the stanza 

" in their pausiace double 

Ihey shamo thtir owiitr:" 0. 
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But meet to quench hU longiaga, and thy thiret ; 
Allow your ioyea BcUgion j that done, Bpeed, 
And bring the same tnait back, thou weii at' fiiat. 
Who HO retumg not, cannot pray aright, 
But shuts his door, and leaves God out all night. 
To bighteu thy devotions, and keep low 
All]mutinons thoughts, whutbusines e'r thou host, 
Obserre God in Hia works ; here fountains flow, 
Birds sing, beasts feed, fish leap, and th' Earth 
stands fast ; 
AbovAire reatles motions, running lights, 
Vast circling azure, giddy clouds, days, nights. 

When Seasons change, then lay before thine eys 
His wondrous method ; mark the varioas scenes 
In beav'n ; hail, thunder, rain-bows, snow, and io e 
Calmcs, tempests, light, and darkncs, by His means ; 

Thou canst not misso His praise; each tree, 
herb, flowre 

Arc shadows of His wisedome, and His pow'r. 

To mcuIcB when thou docst come, give Him the 

praise 
Whose arm snpply'd thee ; Take what may suffice, 
And then be thankful ; admire His ways 
Who fils tho world's unempty'd granaries ! 

■ Misprinted 'all. 0. 
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A thanklcs feeder is a theif, his feast 
A very robbery, and himself no guest. 

High-noon thus past, thy time decays ; provide 
Thee other thoughts; away with friends, and 

mirth; 
The sua sow stoopa, and basts his beams to bide 
Under the dark, and melancholy Earth. 
All but preludes thy end. Thou art the man 
'n'bose rise hight, and descent is but a span. 

Yet, set as he dolh, and 'tia wcU. Have all 
Thy booms home with thee : trim thy lamp, buy 

And then set forth ; who is thus drest, tiie Full 
Furthers his glory, and gives death the foyl. 
Man is a Summer's day ; whose youth and fire 
Cool to a glorious evening, and expire. 

When night comes, list thy deeds' ; make plain 

the way 
'Twixt heaven, and thee ; block it not with delays ; 
But perfect all before thou sleep'st; then soy 
Ther's one sun more strung on my bead^ of days. 
Wbnt's good, score up for ioy ; the bad wel 

Bcann'd 
Wash off with tears, and get thy Uoeter'a hand. 

' =. make ■ list of, or rocal. G. ' = rosary. Q. 
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Thy accounts thus made, apend in tlie gi'ave one 

houre 
Before thy time ; be not a stranger there, 
'Where thou may'st sleep whole ages : life's poor 

flow'r 
Lasts not a night BOmetimea. Bad spirits fear 
This conversation ; but the good man Ij'es 
Intomb^d many days before be dyes. 

Being laid, and drest for sleep, close not thy eys 
Up with thy curtains ; give thy soul the wing 
In some good thoughts ; so when the day shall rise. 
And thou nnrak'st thy fire, those sparks will bring 
If cw flames ; besides where these lodge, vain 

And die; that bush where Ood is, shall not burn 

Wben thy nap's OTor, stir thy fire, nnrake 
In that dead age ; one beam i'lh' dark outvies 
Two in the day; then &om the damps, and ake 
Of night, shut up thy leaves ; be chast ; Ood prys 

Tbrou^ thickest nights; thongh then the sun 
bo far 

So thou the works of day, and rise a star. 

Briefly, ' doe as thou would'at be done unto ', 
' Love Ood, and love thy neighbour ' ; ' watch, and 
pray.' 



Digitized by Google 



sii.E.t ?r[xr]Li.AK3. 103 

These are tbo words, and works of lifo ; This <[•>, 
And live ; who doth not tlms, htith lost Ucav'ii's 

lose it not ! look np, wilt change those lights 
For chiiins of darkncs, and eternal nights ? 



COSRUPTIOX. 

R>5S ^Vas not all stunc, and earth ; 

iJ^^O^ He ahin'd a Httlc, and by those weuk 

Had some glirapao of his birth. 
IIo saw heaven o'r his head, and knew from 
wbenee 
He came— coudemneJ— hither; 
And, as first love diaws strongest, so from heafc; 

Hia mind snre progrcss'd thither. 
Things hero were strange nuto him : swct, and 
UU;' 

' = toil : Bpelled 'till' tor rhyme irith 'bUU', u con- 
tomporaries and earlier were wont to do with their ortho- 
graphy. But query— Does our Poet uaa 'till' M ft 
siihittiiatiTe of the verb ' till ', aod oi a variant of tillage P 
liu might have pkusihly defended himEolf by thooiample 
of ' trill ■ Hnd ' drill '. VanEhan does not ecmplu to use 
vcrb-fonns aa Buhstantives, and vier rtisa. O. 
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All was a thorn or weed ; 
Nor did those last, but— like himself — dyed still 

Ab soon as they did seed ; 
They seem'd to quarrel with him ; for that act, 

That fel' him, foyl'd Oiem all ; 
He drew the curse upon the world, and crackt 

The whole frame with his fall.^ 
This made him long for home, as loath to stay 

With murmurera, and foes ; 
He sighed for Eden, cud would often say 

' Ah ! what bright days were those ! ' 
Nor was heaven cold unto him ; for each day 

The vally, or the mountain 
Afforded Tisit3,aud Htill Paradise lay 

In some green shade, or fountain. 
Angela lay leiger' here ; each bush, and cell. 

Each oke, and high-way knew them ; 
Walk but the fields, or tat down at some wcl. 

And he was sure to view them. 
Almighty Love ! where art Thou now ? mad maa 

Sits down, and freezeth on ; 
He rares, and swears to stir nar fire, nor fan, 

But bids the thread be spun. 



' Sit : = &I1 in tlie past te 
made him falL G. 
* = (God's) ambassadiHi. 
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I see, Thy cnrtains close-drawn ; Thy bow 

Looks dim too In Ihc cloud ; 
Bin triumpha sW, and man is sunk below 

The center,' ond his shrewd. 
All's in deep sleep, and night : thick darknea lyes 

And hatcheth o'r Thy people — 
But hark! what trumpet's that P what angel cries 

' Arise ! Thrust in thy sickle ? ' 



H[OLT] SCUIPTURES. 
0=EgS|ELCOME, dear book, soul's joy and food! 

ImUuI Of spirits ; Heav'n extracted lyes in 
thee. 
Thou art life's charter, the Dove's spotless neast, 
Where souls are hatch'd uuto Etemitie. 

In thee the ' hidden stone ', the ' manna ' lies : 
Thou art tho great elixir, rare, and choice ; 
The key that opens to all mysteries, 

Tho "Word in characters, Ood in the voice. 

that I had deep cut in my hard heart 
Each line in thee ! Then would I plead in groans 

' SiB JoHK Davibb and contempoiario, me ' center * 
: as = the Earth. 0. 
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Of my Lord's pcnniDg, and hj sweetest art 
Return upon Eimsell^ the Lav and Stones. 

Bead here, my faults arc Thine. This Book, 
and I 
Will tell tlioe ao ; Sweet Sariour Thou didst dye ! 



UNPROFITABLENES. 
7 rich, Lord, how fresh Thy visits are ! 
'Twa3 but just now my bleak leaves hope- 
59s hung 
SuUyed with dust and mud ; 
Each snarling blast shot through me, and did share' 
Their youth, and beauty ; cold ahowres nipt, and 
wrung 
Their Bpicincss, and bloud ; 
But since Thou didst in one aweet glance survey 
Their sad decays, I flourish, and once more 

Breathe all perfumes, and spice ; 
I smell a dew like myrrh, and all the day 
Wear in my bosome a. full sun ; such store 

Hath one beame from Thy eys. 
But, ah, my God ! what fruit hast Thou of this ? 
What one poor leaf did ever I let' fall 

' Query = abesr or sheer, i.*, cot kway. U. 
* Huprinted ' TGt*. O. 
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To wait Bpon Thy wreath ? 
Thns Thou all day a thanklesa weed doest dress, 
And when Th' hast done, a stench, or fog is all 

Tho odour I bequeath. 



CHRIST'S NATIVITY. 
I. 

WAKE, glad heart ! get up, and sing ! 

It is the birth-day of thy King. 
Awake ! awake ! 

The aun doth shake 
Light from bis locks, and all tho way 
Brcathbg perfumes, doth spice the day. 



Awake, awake !' hcark how th' wood rings, 
"Winds whisper, and the busio springs 

A consort make ; 

Awake ! awake ! 
Uau is their high-priest, and should rise 
To offer up the sacrifice. 

1 Higprinted 'Airnk, awak'. 0. 
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3. 
I would I were aome bird, or atar, 
Flutt'ring in woods, or lifted far 

Above this inne 

And rode of sin ! 
Then either star, or bird, should be 
Shining, or singing still, to Thee. 

4. 
I would I had in my best pait 
Fit roomcs for Thee ! or that my heart 

Were so clean as 

The manger was! 
But 1 am all filth, and obscene j' 
Yet if Thou wilt. Thou const make clean. 



Sweet Jesu ! ' will " then ; Let no more 
This leper haunt, and soyl Thy door ! 

Cure him, ease him, 

release him ! 
And let once more, by mystick birth, 
The Lord of life be borne in Earth. 



> See Hemorial-IatrodactioD and Index of words o 
this word. O. 
• St. Mattiew riii. 2-3. Q. 
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II. 
[iiJiJffilJO'W kind is hcav'n to man ! If here 
n m H ^"^ ranner doth amend, 

i^^iSl Strait there is ioy, ond ev'ry Bphere 
In maeick doth contend. 
And sMl WB then no -voices lift ? 

Are mercy, and salvation 
Ifot worth our thanks ? Is life a gift 

Of no more acceptalion ? 
Shol Re that did come down from thence. 

And here for us was slain, 
Shal He be now cast off ? no sense 

Of all His woes remain ? 
Can neither love, nor suff'ringa bind? 

Are we all atone, and earth ? 

Ifeither His bloady passions mind, 

Nor one day blesse His birth ? 

Alas, my God ! Thy birth now here 

Must not be niimbred in the year.' 

' Ma. LiTH notes hore "The PuriUna abolishodtha 
celebration of ChristmsB.'* See our Memoriul-Introdiiutioii 
on this. Q. 
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THE CHECK. 



HEACK, peace ! I bluali to hear thee ; when 
thou art 
A dusty story, 
A sptechlesso heop, and in the midst my heart 
In the same livery dccst 
Lyes tame as all the rest ; 
'^V'ben six years thoncc digg'd up, some youtbfull eie 

Seeks there for fiymmetr|r, 

But finding none, shall leare thee to the wind, 

Or the Ui:xt foot to erush, 

Scatt' ring thy kind,' 

And hamble dust, — tell then, dear flesh, 

^Ticre is thy glory? 



As he that in the midst of day expects 
The hideons night. 

Sleeps not, hut shaking off sloth, and neglects, 
Works with the sun, and sots. 
Paying the day its debts ; 

That— for repose and darknes, bound — he might 
Keat from the fears i'th' night ; 



> PuDctDatod inorigiusl "kindandhtunblc dust", bnt 
query, is kind = kin f I think so. G. 
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So should we too. All thinga teach us to ilio 
And point us out the way ; 
While we posse by 
And mind it not : play not awny 
Thy glimpse of light : 



View thy fore-runners ; Creatures, giv'n to be 

Thy youth's companions, 
Take their Icbtc, and die : birds, beasts, each tree. 
All that have growth, or breath 
Hare one large language, death ! 
then play not ! but strive to Him, who can 
Make these sad shades pure sun. 
Turning their mists to beams, their damps to day ; 
Whose poVr doth so czcell 
As to make clay 
A spirit, and true glory dwell 
In dust and stones. 



Heark, how He doth invite thee ! with what voice 

Of loTo and sorrow 
He begs and calls ! ' that in these thy days 

Then knew'stbut thy own good ! ' 

Shall not the crys of bloud. 
Of God's own bloud awLiko Ihi'c ? He Lids beware 
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Of dnink'ucs, surfeits, core ; 
But thou sleep'at on ; wher's now thy protesta- 
tioa, 

Thy lines,' thy love ? Away ! 

Rfcdcem the day ; 
The day that gives no obGorvation 
Perhaps to n 



DISORDER AND FRAILTT. 

^S^g HEN first Thou didst even from the grave 
MnKn And womh of darknca, becken out 
BSatMl My brutish soul, and to Thy slaTe 
Becam'st Thy self both guide, and scout ; 

Even from that hour 
Thou got'st my heart ; and though here toat 
By winds, and bit with frost, 
I pine and shrink. 
Breaking the link 
'Twixt Thee, and me ; and oftimes creep 
Into th' old silence, and dead sleep, 
Quitting the way 
All the long day ; 
Tot, sure, my God ! I love Thee most. 
Alas, Thy love ! 
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I threaten heaven, nnd from my cell 
Of cky and frailty, break nnd bud, 
Touch'd by Thy fire and breath j Thy bloud 
Too is my dew, and springing wol. 

But ^hilo I grow 
And strcteh to Thee, ayming at all 
Thy stars, and Bpangled hall, 

Each fly doth taat, 

Foyson, and blast 
Ztir yielding leaves ; sometimes a showr 
Beats them quite off; and in an hour 

Not one poor shoot. 

But the bare root 
Hid under ground survives the tall. 

Alas, frail weed ! 



Thus like some sleeping exhalation, 

— Which, wak'd by heat, and beams, makes up 

Unto that comforter, the sun. 

And soars, and shines ; bat o'r we sup 

And walk two steps, 
Cool'd by the damps of night, descends, 
And, whence it sprung, there ends,— 
Doth my wiak fire 
Pine, and I'etire j 
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And — after all my hight ot flamea — 
In sickly expirations tamcB, 

Leaving me dead 
On my first bed, 
Untill Thy sun again ascends. 
Poor, falling star ! 



0, ycB !' but give wings to my fire, 
, And hatch, my son], untill it fly 
Up where Thou art, amongst Thy tiro' 
Of stars, above infirmity ; 

LeC not perverse, 

And foolish thoughts adde to my bil 

Of forward sins, and kil 

That seed, which Thou 

In me didet sow ; 
Bat dreaee, andwaterwith Thy grace 
Together with the seed, the place ; 

And for His sake 

"Who died to stake 
His life for mine, tunc to Thy will 

My heart, my verse. 



MiBprinted'Ois'. G. '= tiara, as elsewhere. Q. 
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OEj>hramwiatihallIdoutito th^t? Judah 
/loui ihalt I ittlrtal thfe ? for tkg gnodneu ii as a 
montit^ thud, and as lh« aariy dtic it goeth atcay. 

IDLE VERSE. 

H)JS9|0, go, qnbint fulies. sugrcd sio, 

U^saS I will no lon^r cobwebs spin ; 
I'm too much on tho score. 
For aince amidst my youth, and night 

My great rroservfr smiles, 
Wco'l muko a match, my only light, 

And joyn against their wiles : 

Blind, desp'mte fits, that study how 

To dresse, and trim our shame ; 

That gild rank poyson, and allow 
Vice in a fairer name ; 

The purles of youthfall bloud, and bowles,' 



' Is ' purla' = eddies or ■netaphoricalty, the passioD- 
at« tide-floit? Tbomaa Wright gives purl = circle made 
by the motioa of a fiuid ; aa eddy. And ia ' bowlos ' = 
bowels, bow'ls, spelled ' bowles ' to rhyme with ' soals.' 
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Lust in the robes of Lovo, 
The idle talk of feav'rish souls 

Sick with a scarf, or glove ; 

Let it snfBce, my 'warmer days 

Simpor'd and sbin'd oq you ; 

Twist not my cypresse with your bays, 
Or roses with my yowgh.' 

Oo, go, seek out some greener thing. 

It snows and freezetb here ; 
Let nightingales attend the Spring, 

Winter is all my year. 



SON-DATES, 
|BISQ1EI0HT shadows of true rest ! some shoots 

The next world's gladncs proposaest in this ; 

A day to seek 
Eternity in time; the steps by which 
"Wo climb above all ages ; lamps that light 
Man through his heap of dark days ; and the rich. 
And full redemption of the whole week's flight ! 
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The pulleys unto hcaillonf; man ; Time's bower ; 

The narrow way ; 
Transplanted Paradise ; Ood's walking houro, 

The cool o'th' day !' 
The creature's juhile; God's parlc with dust ; 
Heaven here ; man on those hilb of myrrh, ami 

flowres ; 
Angels descending; the returusof trust; 
A gleam of glory, after six-days- showres ! 



Tile Chureho'slove-feasts; Time's prerogative, 

And interest 
Deducted from the whole; the combs, and hive, 

And home of rest. 
The milky way chalkt out with suns ; a clue,* 
That guides through erring hours ; and in full 

story 
A taste of heav'n on earth ; the pledge, and cuo 
Of a full feast ; and the out-Courts of glory. 



' Genesis iii. S. O. 

' The ' clue ' of the classical ' latyrmth ' 
here and elsowhcrs. 0. 
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REPENTANCE. 



BS^O&D, since Tbsn didst in this vile clay 

K ^^1 That sacred ray, 

tSr^t Thy Spirit, ploDt, quickniug the whole 

M'ilh that one grain's infused wealth, 
Uy forward flesh crccpt on, and mibtly stole 
lioth growth, and power; checking the health 
And heat of Thine : thnt little gate 
And narrow way, by which to Thee 
The passage is. He term'd a grate 
And entrance to coptivitie ; 
Thy laws but nets, whore some small birds, 
—And thoM; but scldonie too— were caught ; 
Thy promises but empty words 
lirhieh none but children heard, or taught : 
This I believed ; ond though a friend 
Came oft from far, and whisptr'd ' No ' ; 
Yet that not sorting to my end, 
I wholy listen'd to my foe. 
'Wherefore, picrc'd through with grief, my sad 
Stduced soul sighs up to Thee ; 
To Thee, Who with true light art clod. 
And BCest all things just us they be. 
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Look from Thy throoe upon thia rowl' 
Of heavy ainB, my high tronRgrcssioDS, 
Which I confcsac with all my soul ; 
My Ood, acci-'pt of my confession ! 

It iras lost day, 
— Tonch'd with the guilt of my own way— 
I Bttte alone, and faking uji 
The hittiT Clip 
Through all Thy fair, and various store, 
^ught out what might outvie my score. 

The hladcs of grossc. Thy creatures feeding ; 

The trees, their leafs ; the flowrcs, their seeding ; 

The dust, of which I am a part ; 

The atones, much softer than my heait; 

The drops of min, the sighs of wind, 

The stars, to wliich I am stark blind ; 

The dew. Thy herbs drink up by night, 

The beams they warm them at i'lh' light; 

All that have signature or life 

I summon'd to decide this strife ; 

And lest I should lack for arrears, 

A spring ran by, I told her tears ; 

£nt when these came unto the scale-, 

My sins alone outweigh'd Ihcm all. 



Digiiizodb, Google 



120 SlLKl SCIKT1H.4XB. 

my dear God ! my life, my loTe ! 

Most blessed Lamb ! and mildest Dove ! 

Forgive your penitent offender, 

And uo more his sins remember ; 

Scatter these shades of death, and give 

Light to my seal, that it may live ; 

Cut me not off for my transgressions, 

^'ilful rebellious, and suppressions ; 

But give them in those streams a part 

Whose spring is in my Sarionr's heart. 

Lord, I confesse tbo heynous score,' 

And pray, I may do so no more ; 

Though then all sinners I exceed, 

think on this, ' Thy Son did bleed ! ' 

call to mind His vounds. His woes. 

His agony, and bloudic throws ;* 

Then look on all that Thou hast made. 

And mark how they do full, and fade ; 

The heavens themselves, though fair and bright, 

Arc dark and unclean in Thy sight ; 

How then, with Thee, can man be holy, 

Who doest Thine angels charge with folly ? 

what am I, that I should breed 



' ■■ register of debt i. t. aina, as before. Q. 
• = Uiroofc 0. 
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Figa on a thomc, flowrcs on a weed ? 

I am the gourd of sin, and sorrow, 

Growing o'r night, and gone to morrow. 

In all thi.tiound of life and death 

Nothing's more vile Ihiin ia my breath ; 

Profonenes on my tongue doth rest. 

Defects and darkness in my brest ; 

Pollutions all my bojy wed, 

And even my soul to Xbec is dead ; 

Only in Him, on Whom I feust, 

Both soul and body are well drest ; 

His pure perfection quits all score, 
And fills Iho boxes of His poor ; 

He is tliD center of long life and light ; 

I am bnt finite, He is in&nite. 

let Thy justice then in Him confine;' 

And through His merits, make Thy meicy mine ! 

THE BUKIAL OF AN INFANT. 

fn^nLEST infant bud, whose blossomc-life 
0,^-M Did only look about, and fal, 
ISkSh Wcuryed out in a harmles stiifo 
Of tears, and milk, the food of all ! 



1 Cf. Index of word^ in 
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Sweetly didsttlloa expire: thy soul 
Flew home unatain'd. by his new kia ; 
For ere thoa knew'st how to be foul. 
Death wean'd thee from the world, aad si 

Softly rest all thy virgin-crama ! 
Lapt in the sweets of thy young breath, 
Espeoting till thy Saviour comes 
To dresse them, and unswadle death. 



FAITH. 

i^qjRIOHT and blost beame! whose strong 
ffiS projection, 

^M Equall to aU, 

Bcacheth as well tbiags of dejection 

As th' high and tall ; 
How hath my God by raying thee, 

Inloi^'d His Spouse, 
And of a privato familie 

Mode open house ! 
All may be now co-heirs ; no noise 

Of bond, or free 
Can interdict us from those joys 

That wait on Thee. 
The Law and ceremonies made 
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A glorious night, 
'Where stare, and clouds, both light and shade 

Had equal right ; 
But 08 in Nature, whcD the day 

Breaks, night adjourns. 
Stars shut up shop, miata pack away, 

And the moon mourns ; 
ijo irhett the Sun of righteousness 

Did onco appear, 
That scene was thang'd, and a new drcsse 

Left for us here ; 
Vi'iles became uscles, altars fel, 

Fires smoking die ; 
And all that sacred pomp, and shol 

Of things did die. 
Then did He shine forth, Whose sad full, 

And bitter fights 
WLTe figur'd in those mystical, 

And cloudic rites ; 
And aa i'th' natural sun, these throe. 

Light, motion, licat, 
So now Faith, Hope, Charity 

Through Him compleat; 
Faith span? up' blisse ; what sin and deuth 



: encloses, encircles 
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Put us quite from, 
Lest we should ran for't out of breath, 

Faith brings us home ; 
So that I need no more, but say 

' I do believe, ' 
And my most loving Lord straitway 

Doth answer, ' Live ' ! 



THE DAWNING. 
nPRnH! what time will Thou come? wbea 
KnO shall that crie 
™™»TI ' The Bridegroome's comming' ! filthe 

sky? 
ShuU it in the evening run 
When our words and works are done ? 
Or wil Thy all-surprizing light 

Break at midnight, 
When either sleep, or some dark pleasure 
Fossesseth mad man without measure ? 
Or shall these early, fragrant houis 

Unlock Thy bowres ? 
And with their blush of light descry 

various forms Epems to have been a fiiTorite wo rd with 
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Thy locks erown'd with oteriiitif ? 
Indeed, it is the only time 
That with Thy glory doth host chime j 
All DOW aro Btirring, er'iy fluid 

Ful hymns doth yiuld ; 
The whole crcatiou shakes off night, 
And for Thy shadow looks, the light ; 
Stors now vanish without number, 
Slecpie planets set, and slumber. 
The pursie clouds dishand, and scatter, 
All expect some eudden matter. 
Not one beam triumphB, but from far 

That momiug-star. 

at what time soever Thou, 

— Unknown to us — the Leaveus wilt bow, 

And with Thy angels in the van, 

Descend to judge poor careless man, 

Grants, I may not like puddle lie 

In a corrupt seeuritie, 

"Where, if a traveller water crave. 

He finds it dead, and in a grave ; 

But aa this lestlesa, vocall spring 

All day, and night doth run. and sing, 

And though hero bom, yet ia acquainted 

Elsewhere, and flowing keeps untainted ; 

So let mc all my husie ago 
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In Thy free scrriceB ingage ; 
And though— while here— of force I must 
Hare commerco sometimes irith poor dust, 
And in my flenh, though rile and low, 
As this doth in her channel, flow. 
Yet let my course, my aym, my love, 
And chief acqaaistancc be above ; 
So when that day and hour shal como. 
In which Thy Self will be the sun, 
Thou'lt find me drestand on my way, 
Watching the break of Thy great day. 

ADMISSION. 

jOW shril are silent tears! when sin got 

And all my bowels tum'd 
To bra&ae, and iron ; when loy stock lay dead, 

And all my powers mouni'd ; 
Then did these drops — for marble sweats, 

And rocks have tears— 
As rain here at our windows beats, 

Chide in Thine ears ; 

2. 

No quibt could' st Thou have : nor didat Thou wink, 
And let Thy beggcr lie, 
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ut e'r my des could ovei-flow Ihuir brink 

DiiUt to each diop reply ; 

Buwels of lore I at what low rate. 

And slight a price 

Boat Thon relieve us at Thy gate, 

And stil our cries ! 



Wee are Thy infants, and suck Thee ; if TJ 

Bnt hide, or turn Thy fcce, 
Because where Thou art, yet, wo cannot go 

We send tears to the place. 
These find Thee out, and though our sins 

Drove Thee away ; 
Yet with Thy lore that absence wins 
Ub double pay. 



give mc then a thankful heart ! a heart 

After Thy own, not mine ; 
So after Thine, that all and ev'ry part 
Of mine may wait on Thine ; 
hear ! yet not my tears aloue, 

Hear now a floud, 
A fiend that drowns both tears and groncs, 
My Saviour's bloud. 
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PRAISE. 



[ING of comforts ! King of life ! 
Thon host chcer'd me ; 
And Trhen fears, and doubts were rife, 
Thou hast clocr'i^ mo ! 

Not a nook in all my breast 

But Thou fill'st it. 
Not a thought, that breaks my rest, 

But Thou kill'st it ; 

Wherefore with my utmost strength 

1 wil praise Thee, 
And as Thou (pv'Kt line, and length, 

1 wil raise Thee ; 

Diiy, and night, not once a day 

I will blessc Thee : 
And my soul in ucw array 

I will dressc Thoe ; 

Not one minute in the year 
But I'l mind Theo, 

As my seal, and bracelet here 
I will bind Thee i 

In Thy woi'd, as if in hearen 
I wil rest me, 
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Ami Thy promise, 'til mDilu even 
There, shall feast mo. 

Then, Thy sayings all my life 
There shal plenso me, 

And Thy bloudy n-ounds, ond atrifu 
They wil ease me ; 

With Thy gronea my doily breath 

I will measure. 
And my life hid in Thy death, 

I will treasure. 

Though then Thou art 

Pust thought of heart 
All perfect fulness. 

And canst no whit 

Acccsse admit 
From dust and dulness ; 

Yet to Thy name, 

— Ab not tho same, 
"With Thy bright essence — 

Our foul, clay hands 

At Thy commands 
Bring prai&e, and incense ; 

If then, dread Xord, 
When to Thy board 
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Thy wretch comes begging. 
He hath a flowre 
Or— to his pow'r— 

Some snch poor off'riiig ; 

When Than hast mads 

Thy begger glad, 
And fill'd his bosome, 

Let him — though poor— 

Strow at Thy door 
Thut one poor blossome. 



DRESSING. 

1 THOU tiat lovtst o pure, and whitend 
floul! 

I That feedst among the lillioH, 'till the day 
Break, and the shadows flee ; touch with one coal 
My frozen heart ; and with Thy secret key 

Open my desolate rooms; my gloomie brest 
With Thy cleer fire refine, burning to dust 
These dark confusions that within me nest, 
And soyl Thy Temple with a sinful rust. 

Thou holy, hannlcsa, nndefil'd High-priest ! 

The perfect, full oblation for all sin, 
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Whose glorious conquest notbtng can resist, 
But even in babes doest triumph still and win ; 

Give to tby wretched one 
Thy niysticall communioD, 
That, absent, be may see, 
Live, die, and rise with Thee ; 
I^t him so follow here, that in the end 
He may take Thee, as Thou dost him intend. 

Give bim Tby private seal, 
Earnest, and sign ; Thy gifts so deal 

That these foreranners here 

May make the future cleer ; 
Whatever Thou dost bid, let faith make good, 
])rcad for Thy body, and wine for Tby blood. 

Give bim — with pitty — love, 
Two flowrcs that grew with Tbeo above ; 

Love that ehal not admit 

Anger for one short fit ; 
And pitty of such a divine extent, 
Thot may Thy membets, more tbau mine, resent.' 

' s to have s deep sense of a thing, well or ill : now 
used onlv in a bad Benie, earlier in a good, t. g. Barrov 

speuks of ' an affectioiial« ratntmait of our obligataon ' 
(On Prayer, Bermon VI) and ' grateful rttentmmt ' is 
frequent in EpUUee-dedicstory. For more on the word 
iieo onr Memorial- Introduction, O. 
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Give me, my God 1 Thy grace, 
TIip beams, andbrightncB of Thy face; 

'i hot nct'er like a hcnst 

I take Thy sacred feast. 
Or the dread mystciifB of Thy blest bloud 
Ubo, with like custome, as my kitchin food. 

Some sit to Thee, and eat 
Thy body as their rammon meat ; 

let not me do so ! 

Poor dust should ly still low ; 
Then kneel, my soul and body, kneel and bow ; 
If saints, and ang:cls fal dowu, much more thou. 



TASTER-DaY. 
9H0TJ, whose sad heart, and weeping head 

Who8« clondy brcst cold damps invade. 
Who never feel'st the sun, nor amooth'st thy 
brow. 
But sitt'st oppressed in the shade. 
Awake ! awake I 
And in His Besuncction partake, 

Who on this day — that thou niigh'st rise as He— 
Eose np, and nauccU'd two deaths due to thee. 
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Awake ! awako ! and, liko thf sun, disporae 
All mists that would usurp this day ; 

Wliero aro tliy palmcs, tliy branches, and thy 
viifse ? 
Hosonna ! heark ! why doi-st thou stay ? 

And with His healing bloud anoint thino cys, 
Thy inward cya ; Ilia bloud will curu thy mind, 
^VhosL• spitUf only, could ivstoro Ihe blind.' 



KASTElt IIYMX. 

EATn, and darkness, got you packing, 
Xothing now to mnn is lacking ; 
All your niumphs now arc ondud. 

And what Adum mnrr'd, is mendcil ; 

(iravos aru beds now for the wcaty. 

Death a nap, to wake more merry ; 

Youth now, full of pious duty. 

Seeks in Thee for perfect beauty ; 

The weak, and aged, tii'd with length 

Of dates, from Thee look for new strength ; 

And infanta wMi Thy pangs contest 

As pleasant, as if with the brcst. 
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Then, unto Him, Who thus hath tLtovn 
Even to contempt thy kingdome down, 
And by His blood did ns adranoe 
Unto His own inheritance ; 
To Him be glory, power, praise. 
From this, unto the last of daies 1 



THE HOLT COMMUNION. 
lELCOME Bweet, and sacred feost ! welcome 



Drad I was, and deep in trouble ; 
But grace, and bleaaingB came with thee so rife. 
That they have quicken'd even drio stubble. 
Thus Boulcs their bodies animate. 
And thus, at first, when things were rude, 
Bark, void, andcmdo. 
They, by Thy Word, their beanty had, and date ; 
All were by Thee, 
And stil must be ; 
Nothing that b, or lives, 
But hath his quickninga, and reprieves. 
As Thy hand opes, or shuts ; 
Healings, and cuts. 
Darkness, and daylight, life, and death 
Are but meer leaves tum'd by Thy breath. 
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spirits vithout Thee die, 

And blackness sits 
On the divinest wits. 
As on the sun ecclipsea lie. 
But that great darkness at Thy death 
"When the veyl broke with Thy laat breath,' 
Did make us sco 
The way to Thee ; 
And now by these sure, sacred ties, 
After Thy blood 
—Our soVrain good — 
Had clear'd our cies. 
And giveu ns sight ; 
Thon dost unto Thy Self betroth 
Our souls, end bodies both, 
In everlasting light. 

Wss't not enough that Thou hadst payd the price, 

And given us eica 
When vre had none, but Thou must also take 
Us by the hand, 
And keep us still awake, 
When we would sloep. 
Or from Thee creep, 
Who without Thee cannot stand P 
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"Was't not enough to lose Thy breath 
And blood by an accursed death, 
Bnt Thou must also leave 
To us, that did bereave 
'{"bee of them both, these seals, the means 
That should both cleanse 
And keep us so, 
"Who wrought Thy wo ? 
Eosc of Sharon ! the Lilly 

Of the Valley ! 
How art Thoo now, Thy flock to keep, 
Become both food and Shepheord, to Thy sheep !' 



FSALU 121. 

P to those bright and gladsome bils, 

Whence flowes my weal, and mirth, 
I look, and aigh for Him, Who fils 
— Unseen — both heaven, and earth. 

He is alone my help, and hope, 

That I shall not be mov£d ; 
His watchful eye is evtr ope. 

And guardeth His beloved ; 

' Cf. eloM of the ' firiltiah Chorch ', bhu. O. 
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The glorions God is tay Bole stuy, 

He is mj flun, aud shade ; 
The cold by night, the heat by duy, 

Kdthcr shall mu invade. 

He keeps me from the spite of foes. 
Doth all their plots coutroul ; 

And ia a shidd — not leekoniag those— 
Unto ray very eoul. 

Whether abroad, amidst the crowJ, 

Or els within my door, 
He is my pillar, and my cloud,' 

Kow, and for eveiinore. 



AFFLICTION. 
Ji EACE ! peace ! it is not so. Thou 

miscall 
1 Thy physick ; pils that change 
Thy sick accessions into setled health ; 
This is the great elixir, that turns gall 
To wine, and sweetness, poverty to wealth ; 
And brings man home, when he doth rang 
Did not He, Who ordain'd the day, 

■ Exodos xiT. lS-20. a. 
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Ordain night too ? 
And in the greater world display 
What in the lesser He would do ? 
All flesh is clay, thou know'et; and but that Ood 

Doth use His rod, 
And hy a fruitfull change of frosts, and ghowres 

Chorish, and bind thy pow'rs, 
Thou woaldst to weeds and thistles quite disperse, 

And be more wild than is thy verse. 
Sickness is wholsomc, and crosses are but curbs 

To check the mule, unruly man; 
They are heaven's husbandry, the famous fan, 

Purging the floor which chaff disturbs. 
"Were all tho year one constant sun-shine, wee 

Should have no flowres ; 
All would be drought, and leanness ; not a tree 

Would make us bowree. 
Beauty consists in colours ; and that's beat 
Which is not firt, but flies, and flowes ; 
The settled red is dull, and whites,' that rest, 
Something of sickness would disclose. 
Vicissitude plaies all the game ; 
Nothing that stirrs, 
Or huth a name, 



' = plural, as the 'wLite'of the human akin is of 
vKrions tints and shadae. Q. 
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But vaits upon this whcd; 
Eingdomes too have their physick, and for steel 

Exchange their peace and furro, 
TbuB doth Ood key' disordcr'd man, 

—Which none else can — 
Tuning his brest to rise or fall ; 
And by a sacred, needfiill art 
Like strings, stretch ev'ry port 
Making tho whole moat musieall. 



THE TEMPEST, 
IpSSlOW is man parcell'd out? how ev'ry hour 
R m H ^^'^^^ ^^'*' himself, or somthing he 

This late, long heat may his instruction be ; 
And tempests have more in them than a showr. 
When Nature on her bosome saw 

Her infants die, 
And all her fiowrcs wither'd to straw. 
Her brests grown dry ; 

' = tbft operation of tuning; tho Btriogs of an inatni- 
ment bj & key. Tho simile is^Thusdoes Ood by the 
use of thU Bin implement (Affliction) put man's passions 
and sffections as it were on the rack, yet only that He may 
attune him to harmony. Q. 
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She made the Earth, their oarse and tomb, 

Sigh to the sky, 
'Til to those Eighes fetch'd from her womb 

RniD did reply ; 
So ID the midst of all h«x fears 

And faint requests. 
Her earnest eighes procur'd her tears 

And fiU'd her brcsts. 

thit man coulil do so ! that he would hear 
The world read to him ! all the vast ezpenco 
In the cioutiun shed, andsluv'd to sence, 

Kahcs up but li-eturfs for his cie, and ear. 

Sure, ilightj- Love, foreseeing the discent 
Of this poor eruature, by a gracious art 
Hid ID thcM? low things snares to gain his 

And layd supiizes in eai:b clement. 

All things hei*e shew him hi'avcn ; waters that fall, 
Chide, and fly up; mists and corruptest fome 
Quit their fir^t )ie<N and mount; trees, herbs, 
flow res, all 

Strive upwards still, and point bim the vay home. 

How do they cast off grossuess ? only earth 
And man — like Issaehar' — in lodes delight ; 
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■Water's rcfio'd to motion, aim to light, 
Fire to all three,' hut man huth no 6uch mirth. 

Flouts in the root nilb earth do most comply. 
Their loafs with water, aud Immiditie, 
The flowroa to air draw neer, and eubtiltie, 

And seeds a kindred fire have with the sky. 

All havo their keyes, and set ascents ; bat man 
Though be knows these, and hath more of his 

^ lecps at the ladder's foot ; alas ! what can 
These new discoveries do, except they drown ? 

Thus groveling in the sbade, and darkness, he 
Sinks to a dead oblivion ; and tbongb all 
He sees — like pyramids— shoot fiom this ball 

And Icss'ning still grow up invisibly. 

Yet bugs he still his durt ;' the stiifl'o ho wears, 
And painted trimniing takes dowiibothhiseies; 
Heaven hath loss beauty than the dust ho spies, 

And money better musick than the spheres. 

life's but a blast ; he knows it ; what ? shid straw. 
And bul-rusb-settcrs temper his shoit hour ? 

' Light, motinn, heat. V. Cf. • Fuilh' fi«(f. G. 
* The firquont conlempomry Bpelliu^. G. 
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Must be uoi sip, nor sing ? gra^s no'r a floirr 
To crown his temples ? ahall dreams be bis law ? 

foolish man ! how hast thou lost thy sight? 
How is it that the buq to thee alone 
Is grown thick darknes-i, and thy bread, a stone ? 

Hath flesh no softness now? mid-day no light ? 

Lord ! Thou didst put a soul here. If I must 
fie broke again, for flints will give no fire 
Without a steol, let Thy power eleer 

Thy gift once more, and grind this flint to dust ! 



RETIREMENT. 

|nhUd|HO on yon throne of azuro sits, 
n%^H Keeping close house 
UAQ Above the morning- starre, 
"While meaner showes. 
And outward utensils these glories are, 
That shine and share 
Fart of His mansion ; He one day, 
When I went quite astray, 
Out of meer love, 
By His mild Dove, 
Did shew me home, and put me in the way. 
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Lot it suffice, at length thy fits, 
And lusts — said He — 
Have had their wish, and way ; 
ProBse not to be 
Still Hij own foe, and Mine i for to this day 
I did delay, 
And would not see, but chose to wink ; 
Nay, at the Tery brint 
And edge of all. 
When then wouldst fall, 
It[y loTC-twiat held thee up. My unseen link. 



I know thee well ; for I have from'd,. 
And hate thee not ; 
Thy spirit too is Mine ; 
I know thy lot, 
Extent, and end, for My hands drew the lino 
Assign^ thine; 
If then thou would'st unto My scat, 
'Tifl not th' applause, nnd fent 
Of dust, and clay 
Leads to that way, 
But from those follies a rcsolv'd retreat. 



Digiiizodb, Google 



44 sir.Kx sciNTiLLA.NS. 

6. 
Uow here below where yet untam'd 
Thoa doest thus rorc, 
I have a houae as well 
As there above ; 
In it My name and honour both do dwell ; 
Aod shall untiU 
I make all new ; there nothing gay 
In perfumes, or array ; 
Bust lies with dust, 
And hath but j ust 
The samo respect, and room, with ev'ry clay. 



A faithful school, where thou moist see, 
In heraldrio 
Of stones, and speechless earth, 
Thy true descent ; 
Where dead men preach, who can turn feasts, 
and mirth 

To funerals, and Lent. 
There dust, that out of doors might fill 
Thy eies, and blind theo still. 
Is fast asleep : 
Up then, and keep 
Within those doors— My doors — Dost hear? 
'IwiU.' 
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LOVE AND DISCIPLINE. 

INCE in a land not barren stil, 
— Becanso Ttou dost Thy grace distil— 
Jly lot is fftln, blest be Thy will ! 



And aince these biting frosts but kil 
Some tares in me which choke, or spil 
That seed Thou sow'et, blest be Thy skil ! 

Bleat be Thy dew, and blest Thy frost. 

And happy I to bo ao crost, 

And cuHd by crosses at Thy cost. 

The dew doth cheer what is distrest, 
.The frosts ill weeds nip, and molest ; 
In both Thou work'st unto the best. 

Thus while Thy aev'ral mercies plot. 
And work on me now cold, now hot, 
The work goes on, and slacketh not; 

For as Thy hand the weather steers. 
So thrive I best, 'twist joycs, and t^ars, 
And all the year have some green ears. 
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THE ril.ORIMAOE. 

S trnvcUours, whin the twilight's come. 
And in llif sky Ihu stura oppeur, 
Thf post (luii's accidents do summe 
With ' TliiiR wcf siiw there, and thus here.' 

Then Jacob-like lixlge in a place, 
— A pluce, nnd no more, is set down — ' 
"Where till the duj restore the race, 
They rest and dreum homes of their own. 

So for tliia night I linger here. 
And full of to;MUgs to and fro, 
Expect atil when Thou wilt appear, 
That I may get mo up, and go. 

I long, and gioiic, and grieve for Thee, 
For Thee my words, my tcai-s do gush ; 
I) that I were but where I ace ! 
Is ull the note within my huah. 

As birds roh'd of thiiv native wood, 
Although their diet may be fine, 
A'et neither sing, nor like their food, 
Kut with the thought of home do pine ; 
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So do I mourn, and hang my head ; 
And though Thou dost uie fulluea give, 
Yet look I for far better bruad, 
Ikciiuse by this mun cannot live. 

feed niu Ihen ! and since I may 
Hiive yet more days, more nights to count, 
So strengthen mo, Lonl, all the wny, 
That I may tmvel to 'I'hy mount. 

jrF.B[HEWs] CAP. SI., VEE. 13. 

Atid tkei/ confemd, that they were itrangtrs, and 
pilgrims on i/w Earth. 

THE LAW AND THE GOSPEL. 

iBctct ORD, when Thou didst on Sinai pitch, 
K3sI| And shiQe from Paran,' when a firio 

Pi-onouDced with thunder, and Thy threats, did 

thaw 
The people's hearts, when all Thy words' were rich, 
And inaecessiblo for light, 
Terrour, and might. 



' Deuterononiy xxxiii., 2. O. 

* Jliaprinted ' weeds '. G. 
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How did poor flesh— vhich after Thou didst 
weare— 

Then faiot, and feir ! 
Thy chosen flock, like leafs in a high wind, 
Whisper'd obedience, and their heads inclin'd. 
2. 

Bat now since we to Sion came, 
And Through Thy bloud Thy glory sec, 
"With fllial confidence we touch ev'n Thee ; 
And where the ether Mount, all clad in flame 
And threatning clouds, would not so much 
As 'bide the touch. 
We climb up this, and have too all the way 

Thy hand our stay ; 
Nay, Thou tak'st ours, and— which full comfort 

Thy Dove too bears na on her sacred wings. 



Tet since man is a very brute, 
And after all Thy acts of grace doth kick, 
Slighting that health Thou gav'st when he v 

Be not displeas'd, if I, who have a sute 
To Thee each houre, beg at Thy door 
For this one more ; 
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plant in mc Thy Gospel and Thy law. 

Both faith and awe; 
So twist them in my heart, that ever thero 

1 may as wel as lore, find too Thy fear ! 



Let me not spil, but drink Thy hloud ; 
Xot break Thy fence, and hy a black excess 
Force down a just curse, when Thy handa would 

Let me DOt scatter, and despise my food. 
Or nail those blessed limbs Bgain 
Which bore my pain. 
So shall Thy mercies flow ; for while I fear, 

I know Thou'lt bear, 
liut should Thy mild injunction nothing move me, 
] would both think, and judge, I did not lore 
Thee. 

John, cap. 14, teb. Id. 
Ifift love Me, keep My comtMndmenU. 

THE WORLD. 

SAW Eternity the other night. 
Like a great ring of pure and endless 
light. 
All calm, OS it was bright ; 
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And round bcnrath it, Time in hniirs, days, yeani, 

Diir'n by the fiphercs 
like a vast shadow moT'd ; in which the woili 

And nil h<'r tinin were harl'd. 
The doting lover in liis qncintost strain 

Did (here compluin ; 
Ifwr him, hi» lute, hia fanc-y, and his s^Iights,' 

Wit's sour' ddiphts ; 
With gloves, ond knots, (he silly snares of pleasure, 

Yet his dear trcuBuro, 
All scattcr'd lay, while he his eys did pour 

Upon a flowr. 



The darksome statei^man, hung with wtights and 

woe. 
Like a thick midnight- fog, mov'd there so slow. 

He did not stay, nor go ; 
Condemning thoughts— like sad ecclipscs — scowl 

Upon his soul, 
And clouds of crying witnesses without 

Fursucd him with one shoat. 
Tet dig'd the mole, and lest his ways be found, 
Workt under ground, 



* Misprinled ' so onr '. 6. 
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Whero he did clutch his prcj- ; but one did see 

That polic-ic ; 
Charches and altara fed him ; prrjuiics 

■\Vcre glials and flies; 
It roio'd about him bloud and tcarc, but ho . 

Druak them ub dec. 

3. 

The fearful! miser on a heap of '-ust 

Sate pining all his lifii there, did scarce trust 

His own hands vith the dust, 
Yet would not place one pcecc above, but lives 

Id feure of thei-vca. 
Thousands there iverc as fiantitk as himself, 

And hug'd eiith one hii pelf; 
The down-right epic\ire plac'd hear'n in sense, 

And scom'd pretence ; 
While others, slipt into a wide c.\cesse, 

Said little lessc ; 
The weaker sort, slight, trisiuU wai-es inslavo, 

Who think tliem bmve ; 
And poor, despised Truth satti counting hf 

Their vietory. 

4. 

Yet some, who all this while did weep and sing, 
And sing, and i^oep, soar'd up into the ring ; 
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But moat would use no viag. 
fools — said I— thus to prefer dark nig^t 

Before true tight ! 
To live in grots, and caTes, and hate the day 

Because it shews the way. 
The way, which from this dead and dark abode 

Leads up to God j 
A way where you might tread the sun, and bo 

Ifore bright than he ! 
But as I did their madnes so diseusse 

One whisper'd thus, 
' This ring the Bride-groome did for none provide, 

But for His bride,' 

John cap. 2. teb. 16, 17. 

Alt that is in the world, ths last of the jUth, the 
lutt of the ey«, and iht pride of life, it not of the 
Father, hut is of the world. 

And the world paueth away, and the luett thereof ; 
iui he that doth the toill of God abidethfor ever. 



THE ITUTINIE, 

BiEAET of this same clay, and straw, I laid 
n^ He down to breath, and casting in my 
heart 
The after-burthens, and griefs yet to come, 
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The heavy sum 
So shook my brest, that— bick and acre dismai'd — 
My thoughts, like water which some stone doth 

Did quit their troubled chanucl, and retire 

Unto the banks, where, stomiiag at those bounds, 

They murmur'd sore ; but I, who felt them boyl 

And knew their coy]. 
Turning to Him, who made pour sand to tire' 
And tamo proud waves : if yet these barren 
grounds 
And thjrstie hiick must be — said I — 
Jly taskc, and dcatinie, 



Let me so strive and struggle with Thy foes, 
—Not Thine alone, hut mine too— that when all 
Their arts and force arc built unto the height, 

That Babel-weight 
Uay prove Thy glory, and their shame ; bo close 
And knit me to Thee, that though in this Tale 
Of sill and death I sojourn, yet one eie 
Uay look to Thee, to Thee the finisher 



' = (meUphoricoUy) to weary. 
* Hebrews »i. 2. O. 
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And author of my fiiith ; so ehew me home, 

That all this fome 
And frotbie noise, which up and down doth flie, 
May find no lodging ia mine eie, or eare ; 
seal them up ! that these may flie, 

Like other tempests by. 



Not but I know Thou hast a shorter cut 

To bring me borne, than through a wildemes, 

A sea, or sands, and serpents ; yet since Thou, 

—As Thy words show — 
Though in this dtaart I wore wholy shut, 
Canst light anii lead me there with such reJrcas 
That no decay shal touch me ; be plooa'd 
To fix my steps ; and whatsoever path 
Thy sacred and etcmaU wil decreed 

For Thy bruis'd reed, 
give it fuL obediuntc, that so seiz'd' 
Of all I have, I may not move Thy wrath 
Nor grieve Thy Dove, but soft and mild 

Both live and die Thy child. 



■ = put in possesaion of: h legal term. O. 
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ReyelLationb] cip. 2. vbr. 17. 

75) kirn thai ovtreometh teil I givt to tait of th$ 

hidden manna ; and I ml if ire him a while ttone, 

and in tht ttottt a ww name tcn'Ken, lohieh no man 

knotceih, laving ht thai receirstk it. 

THE CONSTELLATION. 
^^^Bllll order'd lights— ^hose motion with- 

lr*-^^l KesL-mblua those true joys 
■Whose spiing is oa tliat hil, where you do grow, 
And we here tiist soraetimca botow. — 

With what exact obedience do you move 

Sow bmeath, and now above ! 
And in your vast progressions oyerlook 

The darkest night, and closest nouk ! 

Some nights I sec you in the gladsome East 

Some others necr the West, 
And when I cannot see, yet do you shine, 

And beat about your endles line. 

Silence, and light, and watcbfulncs with you 

Attend and wind the clue ; 
Ko sleep, nor sloth assoilos you, but poor roan 

Still either sleeps, or slips his span. 
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He grops beneath, here, and with restless care, 
First makes, then hugs a soare ; 

Adores dead dust, acta heart on corne and grass, 
But seldom doth make hcav'n his glass. 

Uasick »nd mirth — if there be musick here — ' 

Take up, and tune hia year; 
Tlicse things are kin to him, and must be had : 

Who kneels, or dgha a life, is mad. 

Perhaps some nights hce'l watch with you, and 

■W'Jien it wi-rc bust to sleep ; 
Dares know effi'cta. and judge thorn long before. 
When th'hoib ho treads knows much, mucb 
more. 

But seeks he your obedience, order, light. 

Tour calm and wel-tniin'd flight, 

Where, though the glory differ in each star. 

Yet is there peace still, and no war ? 

Since plac'd by Him, Who calla you by your 

And fist there all your flames. 
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Without command you never aL-ttd ought, 
And thcD you in youi' courses fonglit.' 

But here commission'd by a blitck sclf-ivil 

Tho sons the father kil, 
ThB children chase tho mothei-, und would heal 
The wounds thfy give, by crying, zoale. 

Then cast her bloud and tears upon Thy book. 

Where they for fashion look ; 
And, like thutlumb. which bad tho dragon's voice,' 
Soem mild, but are knowti by their noise. 

Thu9 by our lusts ilisorder'd into wars 
Our guides prove wundring stars, 
Which for these mista and black days woie rcscrv'd 
What time we from our fii-st love swerv'd. 

Tet for Hiasako Who sits now by Thee 

All crown'd with victory, 
So guide ua through this darknes, that we may 
fie more and more in love with day ; 

Settle, and fix our hearts, that we may move 

Id order, peace, and love ; 
And taught obedience by Thy whulu creation. 
Become an humble, holy nation ! 

' JndgCT, T. 20. G. ' RevelHtion, liii, II. G. 
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Qi^-e to Thy sponso her perfect, and pure drcas, 

Beaaty and holiness; 
And BO it'pair these rents, that men may see 
And say, ' Where God ia, all agree.' 

THE SHEPHEARDS. 
b^kHflWEET, hannles lives! — on whose holy 

E&£fl Waits Innocence and Pleaaare — 
AVhoso leaders to those pastures, and cloec springs 

Were patriarchs, suints, and kings : 
How happend it that in the dead of night 

You only, *aw true light, 
While Palestine was fiist asleep, and lay 

Without one thought of day ? 
Was it bccaiiao those first and blessed swains 

Were pilgrims on those plains, 
"When they rcceiv'd the promise, for which now 

'Twaa there first shown to you ? 
'Tis true. He loves that dust whereon they go 

Tbut serve Him here hclow. 
And therefore might for memory of those, 

]fis love there first disclose ; 
But wretched Salem once His love, must now 

Ko voice nor vision know. 
Her stately piles ivith all their height and pride 
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Now languished and died,' 
And Bethlom's humble cotta above thorn stept, 

While all her seers slept ; 
Hei cedar, fir, hew'd stones and gold were all 

Foliated through their fall, 
And those once sacred mnasioos were now 

Meor emptiness and show. 
This made the angel call at reeds and thatch, 

Tet where the shcpheards watch, 
And God's own lodging— ihough he could not 
lack- 
To he a common rack ;' 
So costly pride, no soft-cloath'd Inzurie, 

Id those thin eels could lie ; 
Each stilling wind and storm blew through their 
cota, 

Which never harbour'd plots ; 
Only Content and Love and humble joys 

Lived there, without all noise ; 
Perhaps some harmless cares for the next day 

Did in their hosomea play, 
Aa where to lead their sheep, what silent nook. 



' See Memorial-Introdndion for parellel from Sir John 
Beaumont. 0. 
' Tha allusion ii to the ' manger ' ; Mr. Lyte oddly 
miiprinted ' Kack.' 0. 



Digiiizodb, Google 



160 SILEI SCINTIILANS. 

"What springs or shades to look : 
But that was all ; and nov with gladsome cam 

They for the town prepare ; 
They leBTe their flock, and in a bnsie talk 

All towai'ds Bethlem walk 
To see their Jsoula' Great Shepheard, Who waa 

'J'o bring all straglcrs home ; 
"Where now they find Him out, and taught before, 

The Lamb of God adore. 
That Lamb Whose doies great kinga and prophets 
wish'd 

And long to see, but mise'd. 
'ITie first light they beheld was bright and gay, 

And tum'd their night to day ; 
But to this later light they saw in Him, 

Their day was dark and dim. 

MISERY. 

llHHjtTORD, bind me up, and let me lye 

K ^siji ^ pris'ncr to my libertie, 

laMm^li If BUch a state at all can he 
As an impris'mcnt serving Thee ; 
The wind, though gather'd in Thy fist. 
Yet doth it blow still where it list,' 
And yet shouldst Thou let go Thy hold 

1 ^ choows. St. John III. 8. 0. 
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Those gusta might quarrel and grow bold. 

A3 waters here, headlong and loose, 
The lower grounds still chase, and choose, 
Where spreading all the way, they seek 
And Bcorch out ev'ry hole, and creek ; 
So my spilt thoughts, winding from thco. 
Take the down-rode to vanitio, 
Where they all stray and strive, which shal 
Find out the first and rtecpest fal ; 
I cheer their flow, giving supply 
To what's already grown too high. 
And having thus perform'd that part 
Teed on those vomits of my heart. 
I break the fence my own hands madd. 
Then lay that trespaase in the shade ; 
Some fig-leafs stil I do devise,' 
Aa if Thou hadst nor ears nor eyes. 
Esccsse of friends, of words, and wine 
Take up my day, while Thou dost ahine 
All uniegorded, and Thy Book 
Hath not so much as one poor look. 



> QenedB in. 7- It will be remombered that tlie qDaint 
old traualatioa of ■ breeches ' here for ' aprons ' has given 
a name to the Tersion, as tbe ' Bretchet ' Bible : various 
cdilioDS. Q. 
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If TIlou steal Iq amidst the mii-th 

And kindly tel tnc, I am earth, 

I shut Thee oat, and let that slip, 

Such musick spoils good fellowship. 

Thus wretchbd I, and most unkind. 

Exclude my dear Ood from my mind, 

Exclude Him thence, Who of that eel 

Would make a Court, should He there dwel. 

He goes, He yields ; and troubled sore 

His Holy Spirit grieves therefore ; 

The mighty God, th' eternal King 

Doth grieve for dust, and dust doth sing. 

But I go on, haste to devest 

My self of reason, till opprest 

And buried in my surfeits, I 

Prove my own shame and miserie. 

Next day I call and cry for Thee 

Who ahouldst not then come neer tomo ; 

But now it is Thy servant's pleasure 

Thou must— and dost— give him his measure. 

Thou dost. Thou com'st, and in a showi 

Of healing sweets Thy self dost powr 

Into my wounds ; and now Thy grace 

— I know it wel — fils all the place ; 

I sit with Thee by this new light, 

And for that hour Th' art my delight ; 

]So man can more tho world despise. 
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Or thy gieat mereiea better prize- 
I school my eya, ond strictly dwel, 
"Within the circle of my eel ; 
That calm and silence arc my joys, 
Which to Thy peace are but meer noise. 
At length I feel my head to ake, 
Uy fingers itch, and bum to take 
Some neyr imploymcnt ; I begin 
To swet and fome and fret within. 
" Tho age, the present times are not 
*' To snudge' in, and embrace a cot ; 
" Action and bloud now get the game, 
" Sisdein treads on the peaceful name ; 
" Who sits at home too, bears a loado 
" Greater than those that gad abroad. 
Thus do I make Thy gifts ^v'n me 
The only quarrellers with Thee ; 
I'd loose those knots Thy hands did tie, 
Then would go travel, fight, or die. 
Thonsauds of wild and waste infusions 
Like waves beat on my resolutions ; 
As fiames about their fuel run, 
And work, and wind til all bo done ; 
Bo my fierce sonl bustles about, 

' = sneak aboat : as a aubstantiTs a, ' anudge' mt 
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And never rests til all be out. 
Thus wiUed' by a peeTish' heart, 
Which in Thy musick bears no part, 
I storm at Thee, calling my peace 
A lethargy, and meer disease ; 
Hay, those bright beams shot from Thy eys 
To calm me in these mutinies, 
I stile meer tempers, ^hich take place 
At some set times, but are Thy grace. 
Snch is man's life, and such is mine, 
The worst of men, and yet stil-Thine. 
Stil Thine, Thou know'st, and if not so. 
Then give me over to my foe, 
Tet since as easie 'tis for Thee 
To make man good, as hid him be, 
And with one glaunce, — could he that gain- 
To look' him out of all his pain, 
send me from Thy holy hil 
So much of strength, as may fulfil 
All Thy delight— whate'r they be— 
And sacred instituteB in me ! 
Open my rockie heart, and fil 

I = made wild : used in a cBusatiTS bcubs : or qncr 
E wielded, gOTeroed f Q. 
' Foolish, trifling. G. 
* Cf. Judges Ti. 14 and St. Luke xxii. 61. O. 
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It with obedience to Thy wil ; 
Then eeal it up, that as none aee, 
So none may enter there but Thee. 

hear, my God ! hear Him, Whose blouil 
Speaks more and better for my good ! 
let my crio come to Thy throne ! 
Hy crie not ponr'd with tears alone, 
— For tears alone are often foul ; — 
But with the bloud of oil my soul ; 
With spirit-sighs, and earnest grones. 
Faithful and most repenting mones. 
With these I crie, and crying pine, 
Till Thou both mend, and make me Thine. 



THE SAP. 

^^^g|OU£ sapless blossom, creep not stil on 

^Sh Forgetting thy first birth ! 

'Tis not from dust ; or if bo, why doat thou 

Thus cal and thirst for dew P 
It tends not thither ; if it doth, why^then 

This growth and stretch for heav'n ? 
Thy root sucks but diseases ; worms there seat, 

And claim it for their meat. 
Who plac'd thee here, did something then infuse, 

Which now can tcl thee news. 
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There is beyond the stars, aa hil of myrrh, 

From which some drops fal here ; 
Od it the Prince of ^alem sits, Who deals 

To thee thy secret meals ; 
There is thy country, and He is the way. 

And hath withal the key. 
Yet liv'd He here sometimes, and bore for thee 

A world of miseric. 
For thee, who in the first man's loyns didst ful 

From that hil to this vale ; 
And had not He so done, it is moat true 

Two deaths had bin thy duo ; 
But going hence, and knowing wel what woes 

Might His friends discompose, 
To shew what strange loTe He bad to our good, 

He gave His sacred bloud. 
By wil our sap and cordial ; now in this 

Lit's such a hear'n of bliss, 
That who but truly tast«s it, no decay 

Can touch bim any way. 
Such secret life and vertue in it lies, 

It wil exalt and rise. 
And actuate such spirits as arc shed, 

Or ready to be dead ; 
And bring new too. Get then this sap, and get 

Good store of it, but let 
Th« vessel where you put it Le for suro 
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To all your pow'r most pure ; 
Thure is at all times — thongli shut up — in you 

A poTerfiil, rare dew, 
■Which osly grief and lovo extract ; with thia 

Be sure, and never miss, 
To wash your vessel wel : then humhly take 

This balm for souls that ake ; 
And one who drunk it thus, assures that you 

Shal find a joy so true. 
Such perfect ease, and such a lively sense, 

Of grace against all sins, 
That you'l confess the comfort such, as even 

Brings to, and comes from heaven. 



MOUNT OF OLIVKS. 

WS^HEN first I saw True Beauty, and Thy 

■■mIm Active as light, and calm without all 

Shin'd on my soul, I felt through all my pow'rs 
Such a rich air of sweets, as evening showrs 
Fand hy a gentle galo convey, and breath 
On some parch'd bank, orown'dj with a flowrie 

wreath ; 
Odors, and myrrh, ami balm, in one rich floud 
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O'r-ran my heart, ami spiiitcJ my lilouil ; 

Uy tlioiij;lits i)ii1 swim in comforts, and mine eic 

Conftat, the world did only paint and lie. 

Aod where before I did do sofo course steer, 

But wandcr'd aodi'T tempests all the year; 

^Vent bleak and bare in body as in mind. 

And was blow'n through by ev'iy storm and 

I am so warm'd now by this glunoe on me. 
That, midst all stonns I feci a ray of Thee. 
So have I known some beauteous paisage' rise 
In Budduin flowrcs and arbours to my eies. 
And in the depth and dead of Winter bring 
To my cold thoughts a lively sense of Spring. 

Thus fed by Thee, Who dost all beings nourish, 
My wither'd leafs again look green and flourish ; 
I shine and shelter underneath Thy wing. 
Where sick with love I strive Thy name to sing ; 
Thy glorious name ! which grant I may so do, 
That these may be Thy praise, and my joy too ! 



' ' Painage' borrowed from the French ' pajsaga ' = 
rural conotry : here = a nira! eoano. The French Aoad- 
cmj' explanation \s " the extent of country that can be 
aeon at one view " ; hence lui e^act sj-nonyni for ' land- 
Honpe ' . <i. 
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Where birds like watchful clocks, tlic noiai'less 

And intercourse of times divide, 
Where bees at night get home antl hive, iinil 
flowrs, 

Early aswel as hite, 
liise with the sun, and set in the Banii^ howis ;' 



I wouM-aaitl I-mj- God would give 
The staidiiess of these thiogs to man ! fm- thesi 
To His diiine appointments ever cleave, 

And no new business breaks their pence ; 
The birds nor sow nor reap, yet sup and dine ; 



' Printed 'Trawra' ; bat query— a misprint fjr ' hnwrs' 
I.e. "hours'? It is certnin that several flowershiivoroBpcct- 
ively appointed ' hours ' of closing, some early and some 
Iste, vhcreas it is somen'hnt bathodicnl to sn; that floweis 
rise at appointed hours, rarly and late, but do not nalli, 
ns in lhr> w'-iucl. 0, 
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The flowres without clothes live, 
Yet Solomon was nuvcr dressed bo fine. 



tTaa hath stil cither toyca,' or care ; 
He hath no root, nor to one place is ty'd, 
But ever restless and irregalar 

About this Earth doth run and ride. 
He knows be hath a home, bnt scarce knovB 
whore ; 

He sayes it is so far. 
That he hath quite forgot how to go there. 



He knocks at all doors, strays and roams, 
Nay bath not so much wit as some stones hare, 
"Which in the darkest nights point to their homes,* 

By some hid sense their Uaker gave ; 
Man is tbe shuttle, to whose winding quest 

And passage throagh these looms 
God order'd motion, but ordain'd no rest. 



' Trifles. 0. 

' Qusry — ths ' loadstone ', called also ' ndanumt ' 
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j "WALKT Ihu other dny— to spend my 

Into a field, 
"Where I sometimes had seen the soil to yield 

A gallant fluwrc ; 

But 'Winter now bad ruffled all the bowre 

And curious store, 

I knew there heretofore. 



Yet I, whose scarth lov'd now' to peep and peer 

I'th' face of things, 
Thought with my self, theie might he other spiings 

Besides this here ; 
'Which, like cold friends, sees na but once a year ; 

And so the flowro 
Might have some other bowre. 



Then taking np what I could neercst ^pie, 
I digg'd obout 



' MiBprJDtcd ' Dul '. Q, 
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Th^it pince where I had seen him to grow 

Aod by and by 
I saw the warm recluse alone lo lie, 

Where fresh and green 

He liviil of us unseen. 

4. 
Muny a question intricate and rai'e 

Did I there etrow ; 
But all I could extort was, that he now 

Did there repair 
^ui'hlos.'ies as hefi-l Mm in this air, 
And would e'r long 
Comic forth most fair and young. 



This p;ist, 1 threw the clothes quite o'or hia head ; 

And atung with fear 
Of my own frailty, dropt down many a t«ar 

Upon his bed ; 
Then sighing whisper" d, ' Happy are the dead ! 

What peace doth now 
Itock him asleep hclow ! ' 

6. 

And vet, how few believe such doctiine aprings 
l-'i-oni a poor root. 
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Wbich all the Winter sleeps here undfr foot, 

And hath no wiogs 
To raise it to the truth and light of things ; 

£ut is stil trod 
By cv'ry wandring clod. 



Thou ! Whose Spirit did at first intlunio 

And warm the dead, 
And by a aacrcd incubation, fed 

With life tbis frame, 
"Which once had neither being, forme, nor name ; 

Grant I may BO 
Tby steps track here below, 



That in these masixuos and shudow^, I 111:17 ^^<^ 

Thy sacred way ; 
And by these hid ascents climb to that day, 

Which breaks from Thee, 
Who art in all things, though invisibly ; 
Shew me Thy pence, 
Thy mercy, lore, and case. 
9. 

And from this core, where dreams and 
raign, 
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Lead me above, 
^Vhere light, joy, leisure, and true comforta move 

AVithout all pain ; 
There, hid ia Thcc, shew me His life again, 

At whose dumbe um 
Thii3 all the year I mourn ! 



BEGGIXG. 

ns^^IXG of mercy. King of lore, 

> i?Kfl In Whom I live, in Whom I move, 

■HBsfl Perfect what Thou hast begun, 

Let no night put out this san ; 

Grant I may, my chief desire. 

Long for Thee, to Thee aspire ! 

Let my youth, my hloom of dayes 

Bo my comfort, and Thy praise ; 

That hcreaftct, when I look 

O'r the BHllyed, sinful hook, 

I may find Thy hand therein 

Wiping out my shame, and sin ! 

it ia Thy only art 

To reduce a stubborn heart ; 

And since Thine u victorie, 

Strong-holds should belong to Thcc ; 

Lonl, then take it, leave it not 
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TJnto my dispose or lot ; 

But Hince I would not have it mine, 

my God, let it be Thine ! 

Jdde, Veb[ses] '24, 25. 

Now unio Him that i» able to kdep utfrom falling, 
and to prt$ent tu faullUia bi/ori the pretenee of 
Mil glor^ with 0xee«ding joy. 

To the only urim God, our Saviour, i» g^orj/, and 
majttty, dominion and power, now and ever, 
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PART II. 

SaUx 3dntHkm: 

16S5. 
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ftote. 

le origiiuJ title-paged ko,, in Note at pagw i-i. 
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Siltx Scintillans, &c. 



ASCENSIOX-DAY. 

a]OED JESUS ! with what sweetness and 
delights, 
I Sure, holy hopes, high joys, ond (iiuekn- 
iag flights, 
DoBt Thou feed Thine! Thou ! the Hand that 

hft9 
To Him, Who gives all good and perfect gifts, 
Thy glorious, hright Ascension— though remov'd 
So many ages from mo— is ao prov'd 
And by Thy Spirit seal'd to me, that I 
Feel me a sharer in Thy victory. 
I soar and rise 
Up to the skies, 

Leaving the world their day. 
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And in my flight 

For tho true light 

Oo seeking all the vray : 
I greet Thy sepulchre, salute Thy grave, 
The blest iuclosuro, where the augels gave 
The first glad tidings of Thy early light. 
And resurrection from the earth and night. 
I see that morning in Thy convert's' tears, 
Fresh as the dew, which but this dawning wears. 
I smell her spices ; and her ointment yields, 
As rich a scent as the now primros'd fields: 
The Bay-star smiles, and light with the deceast,* 
If^ow shines in all the chambers of the Fast. 
"What stirs, what posting intercourse and mirth 
Of saints and angcla gloriSc the Earth ? 
"What sighs, what whispers, busie stops and atayg ; 
PHvate and holy talk fill all the ways ? 
They pass as at the last great day, and run 
In their white robes to seek the Risen Sun ; 
I sec them, hear them, mark their haste, and move 
Amongst them, with them, wing'd with faith and 

love. 
Thy forty days more secret commerec here, 

' St. Mafy Magdalene. V. 

• =. brightened by that greater Day-star, Who had 
set but risen again. G. 
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After Thy death ani funeral, bo clear 

And indisputable, she wb to my sight 

As the aun doth, which to those days gave light.' 

I walk the Sclds of Bethani, which shine 

All now aa fn:sh aa Eden, and as fine. 

Such was the bright world, on the first seventh 

day, 
Before man brought forth sin, and sin dt^cay. 
When like a virgin clud in flowera and green. 
The pure Earth sot ; and the fair woods had seen 
No frost, but flourish'd in that youthful vest, 
With which their great Creator had them drest : 
^Vhenhcav'n abovo them shin'd like molten glass, 
While all the planets did unclouded pass ; 
And springs, like dissolv'd pearls, their streams 

did pour, 
Ne'r marr'd with floods, nor anger'd with a showre. 
With these fair thoughts I move id this lair place, 
And the lost steps of my milde Maater trace ; 
I see Him leading out His choseutraia 
All sod with teai'B ; which like worm Summer-rain 
In silent drops steal from their holy eyea, 
Fix'd lately on the Cross, now on the skies. 
And now— eternal Jesus — Thou dost heave 



' Acts of Apostles i. 3. O. 
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Xhy blessed hands to bless these Thou doat leave ; 
The Cloud doth now receive Thee, and their sight 
Having lost Thee, behold two men in white !' 
Two and no more : what two attt'st, is true, 
Was Thine own answer to the stabboni Jew.' 
Come then, Thou faithful Witness ! come, dear 

Loid, 
Upon the clouds again to jndge this world !' 

ASCENSIOJr-HTMN. 

Bp^itJST and elay, 

n Ky V Man's antient wear, 

■ai^^B Here you must stay, 

But I elsewhere ; 

Souls sojoam here, but may not rest ; 

Who will aseend, must be undrest. 

And yet some, 

That know to die 

Before death come, 

Walk to the skio 
Even in this life ; but all such can 
Leave behindc them ' the old man.'* 



' Arta of Apostles ii. 10. G. 

' St. Matthew sviii. 16. G. » Eevelatwn i, 7- O. 

* CotosEiiDS ill. 9. Q. 
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tf a star 

Should leave tbe Bphsre, 

She must lirst mar 

Her flaming wear, 
And after fall ; for in her dress 
Of glory, she cannot transgress 

Uan of old 

■Within the line' 

Of Bden, could 

Like the sun shine 
AH naked, innocent and bright, 
And intimate with HeaVn, as light : 

But unce he 

That brightness soil'd, 

His garments be 

All dark and spoil'd, 

And here are left as nothing irorth, 

Till the Refiner's fire breaks forth. 

Then comes He ! 
Whose mighty light 
Made His cleathca be 
Likoheav'n, aU bright; 

' realm IzxTiiJ. 5S. <3 
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Tho Fuller, Wbosc pure blood did Aovr, 
To make stain'd man more white then snow. 

Hee alone 

And none else can 

Bring bone to bono 

And rebuild man ; 
And by His all-subduing might 
Uake clay ascend more quick tben light. 



1 [BEYOND THE VEIL.] 

jHEY are all gone into the world of light ! 
And I alone eit lingring here ; 
Their very memory is fair and bright, 
And my sad thoughts doth clear. 

It glows and glitters in my clondy hrest, 
Like stars upon some gloomy grove, 
Or those faint beams in which this hill b drest. 
After the sun's remove. 

I see them walking in on air of glory, 

Whose light doth trample on my days : 
My days, which are at best but dull and hoary, 
Meer glimeripg and decays. 

holy Hope ! and high Humility, 
High OS the heavens above ! 
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These arc your walks, and you tave shew'd them 
me, 

To kindle my cold love. 

Dear, beauteous Death ! the jewel of the just, 

Sbiniogtio where, but in the dark ; 
What mysteries do he beyond thy dust ; 

Could man outlook that mark ! 

He that hath found some fledg'd bird's nest, may 

At first sight, if the bird be flown ; 
But what fair well' or grove he sings in now, 
That ia to him unknown. 

And yet, as augeh in some brighter dreams 
Call to the soul, when man doth sleep : 

' Ur. Iij>tc and his editor (IS6B) end the many qaotem 
of this pricelsBi poem, mis-read ' dell ' for ' well '. I huvo 
no hcsitalion ia rrBtorinf; nnd adbcriag to the Aatbor's 
own word. Far Ly ' well ' ho hud io his thought an 
Eastern well surrounded hy palm trees. Earlier we have 
the same word and thing in " The Search " (page 13) 
asfolloa-s: 

'' Faire virgin-flcwcrs and hallow'd wells 
I should roTo in," 
Bciudi-s' dell or grovo ' is at one tautological and jroiiaic. 
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So Bome straago thoughts transcend oar wonted 
thcams. 

And into glory peep. 

If a star were confln'd into a tomb, 

Her ceptiTe flames must needs bnru there ; 
But when the hand that lockt her ap, ^ves room, 
Sho'I shine through all the sphEere. 

Father of eternal life, and all 

Created glories under Thee ! 
Scsume thjr spirit from this world of thrall 
Into true liberty. 

Either disperse these mists, which blot and £11 

My perspective— still— as they pass : 
Or else remove mo hence unto that hill, 

Where I shall need no glass. 



"WHITE SUNDAY. 

ELLCOilE, white day! a thousand suas, 
Though seen at once, were black to theo ; 
For after their light, darkness comes, 
But thine shines to eternity. 
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Those flamcB which on the Apostles rush'd 
At this great Feast, and in -ii tyre' 
Of cloven tongues their heads all brush'd, 
And crown"d them with prophetic fire : 

Can these new lights' be like to those ? 
These lights of sci-pents like the Dove ? 
Thou hadst no gall, ev'n for Thy foes, 
And Thy two wings were Grief and Love. 

Though then Bomo boast that fire, each day. 
And on Christ's coat pin all their shreds ; 
Not sparing openly to say, 
Hb candle shines upon their heads :' 

Tet while some rays of that great light 
Shine here below within Thy Book, 
They never shall so blindo my sight 
But I will know which way to look. 

For though Thou doest that great light lock. 
And hy this lesser commerce keep : 
Yet by these glances of the flock 
I can discern wolves from the sheep. 

' = head-drcsB, gcDGrally ot women, but here 
applied to head oniament of Eastern women in Isaiah 
18. = tk.n. So elsHwbere. U. 

< = the new Sectaries of the period O. 

• Jub sxix. 3. O. 
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Not but that I have wishes too, 
And prey, ' These last may be as first. 
Or bt'ttcr ' ; but Thou long ago 
Hast said, ' These lost should be tho worst." 

Besides, Thy method with Thy own. 
Thy own duiir people, pens our times ; 
Our stories are in them set down, 
And penalties spread to our crimes. 

Agiiin, if worst and worst implies 
A Htatc that no redress admits, 
Then fi'om Thy Cross unto these days 
The rule without cseeiilion fits. 

And yet, as in Night's gloomy page 
One sileut star may intcrtine ; 
8i> in this last auiJ lewdest age 
Tliy anticnt love on some may shine. 

For though we houi'ly breath decays, 
And our best note and highest ease 
Is hut mecr clianging of the keys, 
And a consumption that doth pleoso ; * 



' Cf. St, Mntthow lii. 4fi and vz. 30. 0. 

' The ullusion U to the high Golour that beautifies and 
hides tho decay of cunsuinpUon Q. 
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Yat Thou the great eternal Kock 
Whose height above all agca shines, 
Art still the same, and canst unlock 
Ihy watei-s to a soul that pines. 

Since then Thou art the same this day 
And ever as Thou wert of old, 
And nothing doth 'Ihy love allay, 
But our heart's dead and sinful cdld ; 

Ab Thou long since wert pleaa'd to buy 
Our drovn'd estate,' taking the Curse 
Upon Thy Self, ao to destroy 
The knots we tyed upon Thy purse ; 

So let Thy grace nov make the way 
Even for Thy love ; for by that means 
We, who are nothing but foul clay, 
Shall be fine gold which Thou didst cleanse. 

' A phmee suggested probably by schi^mes floated, if 
sot then, yet in the Poet's younger days, for the rcclaim- 
iog of submerged land. Jokbo.-( lidicules them in his 
" Devil is an Asa" written in 1310, and Uicy seem to liave 
been oftt'H of hazardous loss, and sometimes mere bubbles 
or moousbine in the irater. From 1600 to 161)9 and 
onwards, when Virginia was colonized and the East ludia 
Company formed, seem to have been years of feverish en- 
tcrprize, when Company -forming for carrying out various 
schemes found favour with the public. G. 
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come ! refine ua with Thy fire ! 
Refine ns ! ne are at a loss. 
Let not Thy stars for Bulaam'.s' hire 
DisEoIve into the common drosa ! 



THE PROFFER. 

E^SVE Btill, black parasites, 

B IKjI Flutter no more ; 

ElSu Were it still Winter, as it was before, 

You'd make no flights ; 
But now the dew and sun have vorm'd mybowrea, 
You flie and flock to suck the flowers. 

But you would honey make : 
These buds will wither. 
And what you now extract, in border weather 

Will serve to take j 
Wise huahanda will— you say— their wants pre- 
vent j' 
Who do not so, too late repent. 

poys'nous, subtile fowls 
The flyes of hell, 



1 CL Numben c xziv 
■ — uitieipate. Q. 
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That buz in CTery ear, and blow' on sonla, 

Until they amell, 

And rot, descend not here, nor think to stay ! 

I'»e read, who 'twas droTo you away ?" 

Think you thcseloDgiDg eyes. 
Though sick and spent, 
And almoBt famish'd, ever will consent 

To leave those skies. 

That glass of souls and spirits, where well drest 

They shine in white— liko stars— and rest. 

Shall my short hour, my inch, 
My one poor sand. 
And cnun of life, now ready to disband, 

UcToIt and flinch ; 
And having bom the burthen all the day, 
2fow cast at night my crown away ? 

^0, no ; I am not he ; 

Oo seek elsewhere! 



1 Used of thfl fleab or blov-flj, when depouting ita ogB* 
01 hatched taaggote, which le&ds to the immediate taiat- 
ing of the meat, or t« patrefaction : hence fly-blow and 
flyblown. Sbhkeapeare naea it, ».j. " suffer the fleeh-fly 
tiov my mouth" (Tempest ui. 1). O. 

■ C£ OenensXT. 11 and Exodna Tiii 21, 31. O. 
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I skill' not your fiuo tiDSol, and false hair, 

Tour sorcery. 
And smooth seduceroents ; I'lc not stuff my story 
"With your commonwealtb and glory. 

There are that will sow tares 
And scatter death 
Amongst the quick,' selling their souls and breath 

For any wares ; 
But when thy Uaster comes, they'l finde and see, 
There's a reward for them and thee. 

Then keep the antient way ! 
Spit oat their phlegm, 
And fil thy brest with home ; think on thy dream : 

A calm, bright day ! 
A land of flowers and spices! the word ^ven, 
' If those be fair, what is Heaven ! ' 



' The impereonft] Terb ' it skilU not ' = it matters not, 
was not uncommon. Shaketpeaie uses it thrice. ' Skill ' 
the nouD was sametimes tiaed asieBSon, cttose of need, 
it isdoubtful which (See Dyce'a GloBBary to Shakespeare). 
* I skill not ' is so far as I know uuiqtie, and must be used 
in B. cBusatiTe senee = I make no matter or no importanoe 
ef, that ia, make no acoonnt of. O. 
» Llrins. O. 
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COCK-CROWINO.' 

E^gSATHER of lights! what sunn ie seed, 
iC ^SrR What glaai'e of day bast Thou confia'd 
I^Jffail Into this bird? To all the breed 
Thiebusie ray Thou hast assign'd; 

Theirmngnetisme works all night, 
And dreams of Paradise and light. 

Their eyes watch for the moming-hao, 

Their little grain,' expelling night. 

So shines and sings, an if it kno\7 

The path unto the house of light. 

It seems their candle, howu'r done. 
Was tinn'd' and lighted at the sunne. 

If such a tincture,' such a touch. 



' '' Let vs irahen vp oorselrw with that liaing clocke, 
the cook, who first chkpa hia wioga and thtm croww to 
oth«a. Wee should louo the biid : for bee once proacht 
to Peter, and is etill our embleme." (Dr. Woiship's Ser- 
mons : Th« Fisher, p 91]. O, 

* See Uemorial- Introduction for remarks on this word 
' grain ' O, 

1 = kindled. O. 

• Latin Hnclnra. See Uemorial -Introduction for Dr. 
QeoTge Macdonald'a remarks on tbo word. Q. 
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80 firm a longing can impowi'c,' 

Khali Thy Owa image thiuk it much 

To watch for Thy appearing hour? 
If a mcer blast so fill the sail, 
Shall Dot the breath of God prevail? 

Tfaon immortall light and hcut ! 

'Whose hand so shines through all this frame, 

That hy the heauty of the seat, 

"We f luinly see Who made the same ; 
Seeing Thy seed abides in me. 
Dwell Thou ill it, and I in Thee ! 

To sleep without Thee is to die ; 

Yet 'tis a death partakes of hell ; 

For where Thou dost not close the eye 

It never opens, 1 can tell. 

In such a dark, ^Sgyptian border,' 
The shades of death dwell, and disorder. 

■ Kot = empower or itrengtbon but 'in-pour'. In. 
en, tinil im, were conTiued by our old aatbon. Q. 

' There U n aimilar pbrase earlier, iiiid elsowhere. At 
Egypt is essentially a Land of sunshine, the allusion 
doubtless is to the miraculous plagne oE darkneas snil the 
brutish idoUtry of Egypt, represenUitiTe at the spiritual 
darknesa of the Lend. The Old Tratament is full of 
referancoa to 'the border of E^ypt' aud 'darkacas' 
therein. G. 
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Ifjoyea, and bopes, and earnest ttrows,' 
And hearts, whose pulse beats still for light, 
Are given to birds ; who, but Tbee, knows 
A lotc-sick soul's exalted flight 7 

Can souls be track'd by any eye 

But His, who gave them wings to flie ? 

Onely this veyle which Thou hast broke, 

And must be broken yet in mo, 

This veyle, I say, is all the eloke. 

And cloud which shadows Thee from me. 
This veyle Thy full-ey'd love denies. 
And onely gleams and fractions spies. 

O take it off ! make no delay ; 

But brush me with Thy light, that I 

STay shine unto a perfect day. 

And warme me at Thy glorious eye ! 
O fake it off lor till it flee, 
Though with no lilie,' stay with me ! 

' Song of Solomon, v. 7 and 13: ii. 1. 3. O. 
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THE BTARRE. 
jHAT ever 'tis, ^hoao beunty here below 
AttraclB thee thuB, and makrs tliee stream 
and flow, 

And wind and carle, and wink and smile, 
fihifting^tby gate and guile, 

Though thy close commcrce^ought at all imbarra 
Uy present search, foijeagles cyo not stairs ; 
And still the'ksset by the best 
And highest good is bleat ; 

Yet, seeing all things that subsist and be 
Hare thcirjcommissioiis^^Di Sidnitie, 
And teach us duty, I will see 

What man may learn from thee. 

First, I am sure, the^ subject so respiictcd 
Is well-disposed ; for bodies, once infected, 

Deprav'd.'or dead, can have with thoe 
No hold, nor sympathie. 

Ifext, there's in it a restless, pure desire 
And longing for thy bright and vitall fire. 
Desire that never^will be quench'd, 
None can be writh'd nor wrench'd. 

These are the magnets, which so strongly move 
And work all night upon thy light and love ; 
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As beauteous shapes, we know not why. 
Command and guido the eye. 

For whcro desire, cdestiall, pure desire, 
Hath taken root, and grows, and doth not tire, 

There God a commerce states,' and sheds 
His secret on their heads. 

This is the heart he craves ; and who so will 
But give it Him, and grudge not, he shall feel 
That God is tmo ; as herbs unseen 
Put on their youth and green. 



THE PALM TREE. 

RiEARE Mend, sit down, and bear awhile 
this shade, 
I Ah I have yours long since. This plant 
you SCO 
So prest and bow'd, before sin did degrade 
Both you and it, had equall liberty 

With other trees j but now that from the breath 
And air of Eden, like a male-content 

' = places or establiahea in &well oidet«d way. li. 
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It thrireB no vhere. This makes these weights- 
like death 
And sia — haug at him ; for the more he's bent 

The more he grows. Celestial UEtturea still 
Aspire for home. This, Solomon of old 
By flowers and carvings and mysterious skill 
Of wings, and chcrubima, and palms foretold. 

This is the life which, hid above with Christ 
In God,' doth always — hidden — multiply. 
And spring, and grow, a tree ne'r to be priced,' 
A tree, whose fruit is immortality. 

Here spirits that have run their raee, and fought. 
And won the tight, and have not feared the frownit 
JSoT lov'd the smiles of greatness, but have wrought 
Their Master's will, meet to receive their crowns. 

Here is the patience of the saints : this tree 
Is water'd by their tears, as flowers are fed 
"With dew by night ; but One you cannot see 
Sits here, and numbers all the tears they shed. 

Here is their faith too, which, if you will keep 
When we two port, I will & journey mako 
To pluck a garland hence while you do sleep, 
And weave it for your head against you wakc- 

■ lINiloeniHiH iii., a. O. > Miiiprintcd'prickod'. 0. 
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I Thtrc ia no discord but your harmony, 
Fulac, jiogliug sounds ; a grone well drest, where 

care 
Moves in disguise, and sighs afflict the air. 
Sorrows in white ; griefs tun'd ; a siigred dosis 
Of wormwood, and a death's-head crown'd with 

He weighs not your forc'd accents, who can have 
A lesson plaid him by a winde or wave. 
Such numbers tell their days, whose spirits be 
Lull'd by those charmers to a lethargj'. 

But as for thee, whose faults long since require 
More eyes then stars ; whose breath, could it ospiro 
To equal winds, would prove short : Thou hast 
Another mirth, a mirtb, though overcast 
With clouds and ruin, yet full as calm and tine 
As those clear hei(:htB which above tempests shine. 
Tliercforo while the various alkowcrs 
Kill and cure the tender flowers, 
While the winds refresh the your 
Now with clouds, now mailing clear, 
Be sure uuder pains of death 
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To p,y botli thine eyes and breath. 
As leafe in bowers 
Whisper their hours, 
. And bermit-wells 
Drop in thtir cells : 
So in sighs and unseen tears 
Po3S thj' solitary years. 
And going hence, leave written en some tree, 
' Sighs make joy sure, and shaking fastens thee.' 



THE FAVOUR. 
g^p^ THT bright looks! Thy glance of lore 
I SSI Shown, and but shown, me from above ! 
VBSM Bare looks ! that cod dispense ench joy 
As without wooing wins the coy, 
And makes him mourn, and pine, and dye. 
Like a starv'd eaglet, for Thine eye. 
Some kinds herbs here, though low and far, 
Watch for and know their loving star.' 
lot no star compare with Thee ! 
Kor any herb out-duty mo ! 
So shall my nights and mornings t>o 
Thy time to shine, aud mine to see. 

' The flowers that close with Bon-set hendded by tho 
erening-star. 0. 
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THE GAULASD. 



|H017, wtio doat flow ond flouiiDh hero 

below, 
I To whom a fuUing star and Lino dayca' 

Or Bome fhiil beauty makes tbo bravest bhcw, 
Hark, and make use of this ensuing atoiy. 

When flrat my youthful!, sinfuU ago 

Grew master of my wayes. 
Appointing Errour for my Page, 

And Darknessc for my dayes ; 
I fli^ng away, and with full eric 

Of wild affections, lid 
In post for pleasures, bent to trie 

All gamesters that would bid. 
I played with fire, did counsell spurn, 

Made life my eommon stake ; 
Bat never thought that fire would bum, 

Or that a soul could uke. 
GloricUB deceptions,* gilded mists, 

False joyes, phantastick Sights, 



■ = deceptions, with a boastful ontwanl show, like 
tnghriotta. 0. 
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Fccccs of sackcloth with silk lists,' 
These were my primo delights. 
1 sought choice bowres. haunted the spriog, 

Cull'd flowres and mode me posies ; 
Gave mj foad humours their full wing, 
And crown'd myjicod with roses. 
But at the height of this curcire 

I met with a dead man, 
Who, noting well my vain abcar,' 

Thus unto me began t 
Dcnst, fond fool, be not undone ; 

What thou hast cut to day 
Will fade at night, and with this aan 
Quite vanish and decay. 
Flowros gathered in this woild, die hero ; if thou 
Wouldst have a wreath that fades not, lot them grow, 
And grow for thee. Who spares them here, shall 

find 
A garland, where comes neither rain, nor wind. 



' ~ borders. G. 

' == bearing, deportment. Spenser has "So did Uie 
rMCrie kniKht himself abtare " i (F. Q. B. T. tt xkx} = 
deport, conduct, Sj toa in F. Q. b, vL Bt< xlv. O. 
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LOVE-SICK. 



|ESUS, my life ! how shall I truly lovo 

Thee? 
S that Thy Spiiit would so strongly 
move me : 
That ThoQ wcrt plens'd to shi'd Thy grace so farr 
As to make man all pure love, ilcsh a star! 
A star that would ne'r set, hut ever rise, 
So rise and run, as to out-run these skies. 
These narrow skies — narrow to me — that boiTe, 
So barrc me in, that I am still at warre. 
At constant warre with them. come, and rend 
Or bow the heavens ! Loi'd, bow them and descend, 
And at Thy presence make tlice^e mountains flow, 
These mountains of cold ice in nie ! Thou art 
Kefining fire, then refine my heart. 
My foul, foul heart ! Thou art immortall heat ; 
Heat motion gixes ; then n arm It. till it heat ; 
So beat for Thee, till Thou in mercy hear; 
So hear, that Thou mast open ; open to 
A sinfull wretch, ft wretch that caus'd 'Jhy woe ; 
Thy woe, who caus'd his weal ; so far his weul 
That Thou forgott'st Thine own, for Thou didst 
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Jlino with Thy blood, Thy blood which makes 

Thee miDc, 
Mine ever, ever ; and mo ever Thine. 

TRINITT-SFNDAT. 

HOLY, blessed, glorious Three, 

Eternall witnesses that be 

In bearcn. One Qod in Tiinilie ! 

As hero on Earlli— when men with-atood— 
The Spirit, Water, and the Blood 
Made my Lord's Incarnation good : 

So let the anfy-types in rae 
Elected, bought, and scald for free. 

Be own'd, sav'd, sainted by you Three ! ' 



PSALME 104. 
^is^g|P, my soul ! and blesse the Lord ! God 
N ifiij ^^ ^'^' '^"^^ S*^")-! 1*^^ T^T great art 

Honour and majesty hare theic abode 

With Thee, and crown Thy brow. 

' Se« 2 John t. S. Q. 
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Thou cIooth'Bt Thy Silf with light, ua with n robi". 
And tho high, gloiious henv'ns Thy mighty 

Both spread like curluins round ubout this globe 
Of air, and sea, and land. 

The bcums of Thy bright cluimbera Thou dost lay 

In the deep waters, which no eye can find ; 
The clouds Tliy chariots are, and Thy path-way 
The wings of the swift wind. 



In thy cclesliull, gladsome n 

Dispatch 'd to holy souts, sick with desire 
And love of Thw, cacli willing angtl is 
Thy minister in fire. 

Thy arm unmoveoble for over Inid 

And founded tho firm Earth; then with thu 
deep 
As with a thLI Thou hidst it ; Thy floods plaid 
Abovo the mountains steep. 

At Thy rebuke they fled, at the known voice 
Of their Lord's thunder they ri'tir'd apace : 
Some up tho mountains past by secret ways, 
Some downwards to their place. 
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I'or Thou to them a bound hath set, a bound, 
Which— though but sand— keeps in and curbs 
whole Reas : 
There all their fury, fome, and hideoua sound, 
Must languish and decrease. 

And as Thy care bounds these, so Thy rich love 
Doth broach the Earth ; and lesser brooks lota 
forth, 
Which run from hills to ralleys, and improve 
Their pleasure and their worth. 

These to the bccsts of every field give drink j 
' There the wilde asses swallow the cold spring : 
And birds amongst the branches on their brink 
Their dwellings have, and sing. 

Thou from Thy upper springs above, from those 
Chambers of rain, where heav'us large bottles 
lie, 
Docat water the parch'd hills, whose breaches close, 
Heul'd by the showers from high. 

Grass for the cattle, and herbs for man's use 
Thou mak'st to grow ; these— blest by Thee — 
the Earth 
Brings forth, with wine, oyl, bread : all which 
infuse 

To man's heart strength and mirth. 
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Thou givs'tthe trees their gieenni'ss, ev'n to thosii, 

Cedftra in Lebanon, in whose thick liougha 
Tho biixla their ocsts build ; though the Rtork dolh 
chooso 

The fir trees for her house. 

To the wilde goats the high hills serre for folds, 

The rocks give conies a retyriug place : 
AboTC them the cool mooa her known course holds, 
And the sun runs his race. 

Thou makcst darkness, and then comes the night ; 
In whose thick shades and sikncc, each wilde 
beast 
Creeps forth, and, pinch 'd for food, with scent and 
sight 

Hunts in an eager quest. 

The lyon's whelps impatient of delay 

Hoar in tho covert of tho woods, and seek 
Their meat fh>m Thee, Who doest appoint the prey, 
And feed'st them nil the week. 

This past, the sun shines on the Earth, and they 

Kctirc into their dens ; man goes abroad 
Unte his work, and at the close of day 
Betums borne with bis load. 
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O Lord my Qod, hoT many and how rat« 
Are Tby great works ! In wisdom hast Thou 
made 
Them all; and this the Earth, and every blade 
Of grass, we tread, declare. 

So doth the deep and wide eca, wherda are 
iDDumcrabIc, creeping things, both small 
And great : there ships go, and the shipmen's fuar. 
The comely spacious whale. 

These all upon Thee wait, that Thou moist feed 
Them in due season : what Thou gi?'st they 
take; 
Thy bounteous open hand helps them at need, 
And plenteous meals they make. 

When Thou docst hide Thy face - Thy face which 
keeps 
All things in being— they consume and moum : 
When Thou withdraw'st their breath their vigour 
sleeps. 

And they to dust return. 

Thou send'st Thy Spirit forth, and they revive, 

The frozen Earth's dead face Thou dost renew : 
Thus Thou Thy glory through the world dost 
drive. 

And to Thy works art tme. 
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Thine eyes behold the Earth, and the whole atago 
Is mov'd and trembles, the bills melt and smoke 
With Thy least touch ; lightnings and winds that 
rngc 

At Thy rebulie arc broke. 

Therefore as long as Thou wilt give me breath 

I will in songs to Thy great name imploy 
That gift of Thine, and to my day of tleuth 
Thou Shalt be all my joy. 

lie spice my thoughts with Thee, and from Thy 
Word, 
Gather true comforts ; but the wicked liver 
Shall be consum'd. my soul, bless tby Lord ! 
Yea, bleas thou Him for ever! 



THE BIRD. 
jEiSSflTHER thou com'st: the busie wind all 

&SBiS| Rlewthrough thy lodg^g, where thy own 

warm wing 
Thy pillow was. Many a aullen storm 
— For which course' man seems much the fitter 
bom — 



' = ooarso : conlumpomry apolliog. 0, 
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Bttin'd on thy bed 
And harmless head. 

And now as fresh end chearful as the light 
Thy little heart in early hymns doth aing 
Unto that Providence, Whose unseen arm 
Curb'd them, and cloath'd thee veil and warm. 
All things that be praise Him ; and had 
Their lesson taught them when first made. 

So hills and valleys into singing break ; 

And though poor stones have neither speech nor 

tongue, 
While active winds and streams both run and 

Yet stones are deep in admiration. 

Thus praise and prayer here beneath the sun 

Kake lesser mornings, when the great are done. 

For each inclosed spirit is a star 

Inlightning his own little sphere, 

Whose light, though fctcht ojid borrowed from far, 
Both mornings makes and evenings there. 

Sut as these birds of light make a Land glad, 
Chirping their solemn matins on each tree : 
So in the shades of night some dark fowls be, 

Whose heavy notes make all that hear them sad. 
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The turtle then in palm-treea mouniB, 
While owls and sotyre howl ; 

The pleasant Land to brimetone turns. 
And all her streams grow foul.' 

Biightncss and mirth, and love and fuitb, all flj-e. 
Till tile Day-spring brtoks forth again from high, 

THE TIMBER. 
lURE thou didst flourish once ! and many 
Eprings, 
I Many bright momings, much Aow, many 
showers 
Past ore thy head ; many light hearts and wings, 
AVhich now arc dead, lodg'd in thy living bowers. 

And still a new succession sings and flies ; 
Fresh groves grow up, and their green branches 

Towards the old and still enduring shies, 
While the low violet thrives at their root. 

Hut thou beneath tlie sad and heavy line 

Of death, doth waste all senseless,' cold, and 
dark; 

> GcnceU xiii, 10-IS uiii xii. 23-2S. Q. 
* Qucrj =• all KDselns vaste F Q-. 
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Whure not so much as dreams of light may shine, 
Nor any thought' of greenness, leaf, or bark. 

And yet — as if some deep hato and dissent, 
Bred in thy growth betwixt high winds and thee, 

^Vcre still alive— thou dost great storms resent 
Before they come, and kpow'st how near they be. 

Else all at rest thou lycst, and tho fierce breath 
Of tempcats can no more disturb thy ease ; 

But this thy strange resentment after death 
Means onely those who broke— in life— thy peace. 

So murthered man, when lovely life is done, 
And his blood frecz'd, keeps in the center still 

Some secret sense, which makes the dead blood run 
At his approach that did the body kill.' 

' Elliptical for ' nor is there any ', the verb ' is ' being 
appareatlfiuppoa^d to be included Id 'shiDes' oF previous 
cUuse. O. 

* A verj frequeot iUiutmtioii among contcniporaries. 
Uere is one in Dobeon's sermon on Lady Marj Famnr, 
wortb preserviDg, from the felicitous turn given to it :"I1' 
tho carcass of him that is slain, be apt to bleed a-frcsh, 
Then but lightly tODCbed by the trembling murtherer: by 
the same kind of sympathy perhaps, the most slender com- 
mendations may draw bloud into the face, and discolour 
tbcpftlcncssof Death, with tho modesty of ablush." [1(370 
pp 25-2G.) G. 
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And ia tbcro any murth'rcr worse than sin ? 

Or any storms more foul thau a lowd life ? 
Or what resentient' caa work more within, 

Then true remorse, when with past sins at strife? 

He that hath left life's vain joys and vain care, 
And truly bates to bo detaia'd on Earth, 

Huth got an bouse where ma.iy mansions are, 
And keeps his soul unto eternal mirth. 

But though thus dead unto the world, and ceas'd 
From sin, he walks a narrow, private way; 

Yet grief and old wounds make him sore displeas'd 
And all his life a rainy, weeping day. 

For though be should forsake the world, and live 
As mcei-' a stranger, as men long since dead ; 

Tet joy itself will make a right soul grieve 
To think, he should bo so long vainly led. 

But as shades set off tight, so tears and grief 
— Though of themselves but a sad blubber'd 
story — 

' =.the working ' secret sense ' or iaflnenco (aeo abort) 
ihai works or prodnccs the eSact or the roseotmcnt. 
'Kemorao' shews the meaning — it being the 'rcsontiont' 
that makes the body weep when it feels the return (iu 
memory) of the murderer, eio. G. 

* = absolote, O. 
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Br ebewing the sin great, shew the relief 
Far greater, and so speak my Savior's glory. 

If my way lies through deserts and wilde woods, 
Where all the Land with scorching heat is curst ; 

Better the pools should flow with rain and floods 
To fill my bottle, then I die with thirst. 

Blest showers they are, and streams sent fiom 

Begetting virgins' where they use to flow ; 
And trees of life no other waters love : 

These upper springs and none else, make them 
grow. 

But these chaste fountains flow not till wo dye : 
Some drops may full before, but a clear apriog 



' Cf. Sovektion vii. 4 and 14-17 and sir. 1-4. toKethor 
with the quotation, aa above, from the Epistle to the 
BoDiaaa. Or is virgins ^ oTiaphB 1. 1. streama F Thus 
Sir John Davies ia " Nosce Toipbum " i 

"And as the movsturo, whic;h the thirstie earth 

SuckeB from the sea to fill hf r emptio reines, 

From out hoc wambe at last doth take a birth. 

And runa a n}'mph along the grassie plaines "■ 

Bo in " Orchostio ■ (^t. 63> See our eiliUon of Sir Johu 

DBYiea,pp. 129, 201, O. 
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And cTer numing, till we leave to fling 
Dirt in her way, will keep aboTO the Bklo. 

IU»i[ahb] cap. 6. TEK. 7. 
B» that is dead, it/read from tin. 



THE JEWS. 
SSm HEN tlie fair year 

hhImI And that long frost which now bcnnms 
Tour hetiits shall thaw ; when angeb here 

Shall yet to man appear, 
And familiarly confer 
Beneath the oke and juniper ;' 

When the bright Dove, 
"Which now these many, many springs 

Hath kept above, 

Shall with spread wioga 
Descend ; and living waters flow 
To mako drie dust, and dead trees grow : 

* The tvo-fold allusion here, as earlier and freqaentlj', 
ia no doubt k> intorviewB with angols, beneath <:tl<-. 
u told in Judges vi. 1 1 e( nl'ii and to tho angttlic vi:>it 
to Elijah, sioiikrly told in 1 Sings liz i-5. Q. 
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then that I 
Might live, and sec the oUve bear 
Her proper brunchea! which now lie 

Scatter'd each where ; 
And, without root and sap, decay ; 
Cast by the husband man away : 

And eure it is not far ! 
For as your fast and foul decays, 

Forerunning the bright moming-star. 
Bid sadly note His healing rayea 
Would shine elsewhere, since you were blind, 
And would be cross, when God was kinde : 

So by all signs 
Our fulness too is now come in ; 

And the same sun, which here declines 
And sets, will few hours hence begin 
To tise on you again, and look 
Towards old Kamre and Eshcol's brook. 

For surely Hd 
Who lov'd the world so as to give 

His onely Son to make it freo.' 
Whose Spirit too doth mourn and grieve 
To BOO man lost, will for old love 
From your dark hearts this veil remoTe.' 

* St. Johniii. 16. O. 2 Corinthiiuu iii. 14. U. 
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Failh wijoui-n'd first on Enrt}i in yoii, 
You were tho dear and chosen stock : 

The Arm of God,' glorious und true, 
Was firet ^7001(^1 to be your Rock.' 

You were the eldest childe, nnd when 
Your Btony hearta despised love, 

Tho youngest, ev'n the GeDtilos, then. 
Wore chear'd, your jcalousio'jio move. 

Thua, righteona Futher ! doeat Thou deal 
With bmtiah men ; Thy gilts go round 

By turns, and timely, and so heal 
The lost Bon by the newly found.' 

BEGGISG. 

l' DO not go ! Thou know'st, I'll dye ! 

My spring and full' are in Thy hook ! 
If Or, if Thou goest, do not deny 

1 me, though from far, one look ! 

' Isaiah li. 9. G. » Doatcronomy siiii, 31. O. 

' = emulation, li. 

• Cf. the parablo of tho ' Prodieal ' : St. Luke c xv. 
Bpecially v. 24. (j. 
' = Ayo. G. 
' Fall = Autumn frum Jail uf leavee, as Spring u tho 
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My Bins long sipce have' made Thee strange, 

A very stranger UDto me ; 
No moming-iaeetings since this change. 

Nor evening- walks have I with Thee. 

Why is my God eo slow and cold, 
When I am most, most sick and sad ? 

Well fare those blessed dayes of old, 
When Thou didst hear the weeping lud !' 

do not Thou do as I did, 
Do not despise a love-sick heart ! 

What though some clouds deSanco bid. 
Thy sun most shine in every part. 

Though 1 have spoil'd, spoil not Thou ! 

Hate not Thine Own dear gift and token ! 
Poor birds sing best, and prettiest show. 

When their nest is fain and broken. 

Dear Lord! restore Thy ancient peace, 

Thy quikning friendship, man's bright 
wealth 1 

And if Then wilt not give me ease 
From sickncBsc, give my spirit health !* 

■ Tihmael. Genensiii. 17. O. 
' It boB not been (hitherto) noticed Qint the sbore hymn 
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PALM SUNDAY. 

SlOME, drop yotir branche.", stiow the wny, 
Plants of the day ! 

luffeiinga make most green anil 

The King of grief, the Man of Sorrow, 

Weeping still, like the wet morrow, 

Your shudes and freshoess comes to borrow. 

Put on, put on your best array ; 
Let the joy'd rode make holy-dny, 
And flowers, tliat into fields do stmy, 
Or secret groves, keep the high way. 

Trees, flowers, and herbs ; birds, beasts, and stones, ' 
That since man fell, expect with groans 
To see the Lamb, come' nil ut once, 
Lift up your htfads, and leave your monnfl ; 
Forbore comes He 

here entitled 'Begging' had previously appeared as the 
dedication of " Florca ^olitudiniB " (1654) being there 
headed " To the onaly tniti and glorious Ood, the sole 
disposer of Life and Dwith", ITiero are only slight 
Tariations of orthogcspbj betireon the earlier and IntiT 
text. Sec in its ptaco in " El ores Soliludinis" in Vol 
IV. 0. 
' Misprinted 'which'. O. 
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Whose death will be 

Man's life, and your full liberty. 

Hark ! how the children shril and high 

' Hosanna ' cry ; 
Their joys provoke the diatant akic, 
Where thrones and seraphina reply; 
And their own angela' shine and 8io|^ 

In a brigbt ring : 

Such yong, sweet mirth 

Hakes heaven and earth 
Joyn in a joyful symphony. 

The hannlesa, yong, and happy ass, 
— Seen long before this came to pass—' 
Is in these joys an high partaker, 
Ordain'd, and made to bear his Uakor. 

Dear feast of palms, of flowers and dew ! 

Whose fruitful dawn sheds hopes and lighU ; 
Thy blight solemnities did shew 

The third glad day through two sad nights. 

I'le get me up before the sun, 
I'le cut mc boughs off many a tree, 

> St. Mattbev xviii. 10. 0. 
' Zechariah, obap. B. ver. 9. V. 
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And all alone full early ran 
To gather flowers to wollcomc Thee, 

Then like the palm, through' wrong I'lc bear, 

I will be still a childe, still moek 
As the pool' 0S9, which the proud jcar, 

And oncly my dear Jesus seek. 

If I lose all, and must endure 

Tho provcrb'd griefs of holy Job, 
I care not, so I may secure 

But one green hianch aod a vhite robe.' 



JESUS WEEPING. 
St. LrKF, [cap.] 19, tee. 41. 
■ICnLESSED, unhappy city ! dearly lov'd, 
l^nt!^ But still unkindc ! Art this day nothing 

Art scuhcIcbs still ? can'st thou sleep 
"When God Himself for thee doth weep? 
SlifF-nocked Jews ! your fathers' breed, 

' MiapriTittd ' thaugh ' : Kir. X.yte an. I bis editor (1858) 
correct by miarcnding 'wronjLii' for 'wrong', but 
' Ihjrongh ' with minimuiu ol change give* a Ji-epiT mean- 
ing. G. 

» RcTclalion iii. 4, 5 : lii. 9. G. 
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That serv'd the calf, not Abra'm'B seed ; 
Had not the babes ' HoBEinna ' crycd, 
The stones had spoke what you dcnyed. 

Dear Jesus, weep on ! pour this latter 
Soul-quickning rain, this living water 

Ou their dead hearts ; but — my fears !— 
They will drink blood that despise tears. 
Jly dear, bright Lord ! my Morning-star I 
Shed this live-dew on fields which far 
From hence long for it ! shed it there, 
■Where the starv'd Earth groans for one tear! 

This Land, though with Tby heart's blest extract 

fed, 
Will nothing yield but tboms to wound Thy head 



THE DAtJGHTER OF HERODIAS. 
Sr. Matth. chap. 14 teb, 6, &c. 

(^ralAIN, sinful art ! who first did fit 
!\w^ Thy lewd, loath'd motions nnto sounds, 
Isi^H And mako grave Musique, like wild wit, 
Erre in loose airs beyond her bounds ;— 

What fires hath he hcap'd on his head [ 
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Since to his bids— as needs it must — 
His art adds still — though he bo dead- 
New, fresh accounts of blood and lust. 

Leave then, yong Borccress; the ice 
Will those coy' spirits cast asleep," 
Which teach thee now to plcaso his eyes 
Who doth thy lothsomo mother keep.* 

But thou hast pleas'd so wel!, he swears, 
And gratiScB thy sin with tows ; 
His shameless lust in puhlick wears, 
And to thy soft arts strongly bows. 

Skilful inchantress, and true bred ! 
Who out of evil can bring forth good ? 
Thy mother's nets in thee were spred, 
She tempts to incest, thou to blood. 

' ftuery — ' coy ' for ' dewy ' f See onr Memorial In- 
troduction for more on the word. G. 

' Her name was Salome ; in passing over a frozen 
river, the ice broke under her, and chopt offhor bend. V. 
Cf Josephua, Anlig, iriii. 6 }i. O- 

' Herod Antipa4. V. 
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JESUS -WEEPISG. 

, Joas, CHAP. 11. TBB. 35. 

|iY dear, AJmighty Lord ! vby dost Thon 
weep? 
i Why dost Thou groan and groao again ? 
And with such deep, 
Repeated sighs Thy kiode heart pain ? 
Siuco the same sacred breath, whieh thus 

Doth moum for us, 
Can make man's dead and scattcr'd hones 
Unite, and raise up all that dyed, at once ? 

holy groans ! groans of the Dove ! 
healing tears ! the tears of love ! 
Dew of the dead ! which makes dust move 
And spring, how is't that you so sadly grieve, 
Who can rollcve ? 

Should not Thy sighs rcfraiu Tliy store 
Of tears, and not provoke to more? 
Since two afflictions may not raign 
In one at ooo time, as some feign. 
Those blasts, which o'r our heads here stmy, 
If showers then fall, will showers allay ; 
As those poor pilgrims oft have tryed, 
Who in this windy world abide. 
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Dear Lord ! 1 hou oi-t ull griii and love ; 
£ut which Tfaou art most, Doac can prOTe. 
Thou griov'st, man should himself undo, 
And lov'st him, though he works Thy wo. 



'Tnaa not that vast, almighty n 
Which is requir'd to make up life, 
— 'though purchas'd with Thy heart's dear 
treasure — 

Did breed this strife 
Of grief and pity ia Thy hrest. 
The throne where peace and power rest : 

But 'twas Thy love that— without leave— 
Uade Thine eyes melt, and Thy heart heave, 
for though death cannot so undo 
What Thou hast done, — but though mon too 
Should help to spoil— Thou canst restore 
All better fat then 'twas before. 
Yet Thou so full of pity art 
—Pity which overflows Thy heart !— 
That, though the euro of all man's harm 
la uotliing to Thy glorioua Ann, 
Yet canst not Thou that free cure do, 
Hut Thou must sorrow for htm too. 

Then farcwcl joys ! for while I live, 
Uy business hero shall bo to grieve : 
A grief that shall ontshiue all joys 
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For mirth nnd life, ret without noiw, 
A grief, vhosc silent dew shall brccil 
LilieH and myrrhn, where the cursM seed 
Did Bometitues rule. A srief so bright, 
'Twill make the land of diutness light ; 
And while too many sudl}" roam, 
Shall send mc — swan like — singing home. 

Psalm 73. tki. 25. 
WAom hir* I in hmreii but THm ? and Ihtrt it 
m« upon Earth, that I detira besi'dei Thtt. 



PROVIDENCE. 

^^gnA^CRED and secret hand ! 

A^^?V By whose assisting, swift commanl 

^sEg^ jY^^ Q^g^.j g^^^,] ^^^^^ j^^|^ ^^u^ 

Whifh freed poor Hiigar fivm her fcors, 
And tum'ii to smiles the begging tears 
Of yong, distrcs.'icd Ishmnel. 

How in a mystick cloud 
— Whieh (loth thy strange sure mercies shroud— 
Doest Thou eoovcy man food and money 
Unseen by him, till they arrive 
Just at bis mouth, that thankless hire 
Which kills Thy bees, and eats Thy honey ! 



Digitized by Google 



227 

If I Thy servant be 

—Whose service makes ov'n captircs free— 

A fiah shall all my tribute poy,^ 
The awift-wing'd niTen' shall bring me meat, 
And I, like flowers, shall still go neat, 

As if I knew no moDcth but May. 

I will not fear what man 
With all his plots and power can. 
Bags that wax old' may plundered be ; 

But nono can sequester or let 

A state that with the sun doth set, 
And comes next morning fresh as he. 

Poor birds this doctrine sing, 
And herbs which on dry hills do spring, 
Or in the howling wilderness 

Do know Thy dewy morning hours, 

And watch all night for muts showers, 

Then drink and praise Thy bountcousness. 

May he for ever dye 
Who trusts not Thee, but wretchedly 
Hunts gold and wealth, and will not lend 
Thy service nor his soul one day ! 

■ St. Matthei) xTJi. 27. O. ' 1 Kings, ivu., 4. G. 
* St. Luke, zit. 33. 0, 
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May his crown, like his hopes, oo cloy i 

And what he saves, may hin foes spend ! 

If all my poiiion hero. 
The meaBiire given by Theo each year, 
Were by my causleas enemies 

TJaurp'd ; it never should me grieve, 
Who know how well Thou canst relieve, 
"Whose hands are open as Thine eyes. 

Great King of Love and Truth ! 
Who would'st not hate my froward youth, 
And wilt not leave me when grown old ; 
Gladly will I, like Pontick sheep, 
Unto my wormwood-diet keep,' 
Since Thou haat made Thy Arm my fold. 



THE KNOT. 
lE^^RIGHT Queen of Heaven ! God's virgin 

EI^S The glad world's blessed moid ! 
Whose beauty tyed life to thy house, 
And brought us saving ayd. 

■ Sheep fed on the Euxine [EuijnuB Pontus]— th« 
alliuion being to the (legendary} saltrlake or k« of 
Maoofc: (Polybiosiv. 22-43). O. 
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Tliou art the true Love's-knot ; by thee 

God is made our ollic ; 
And man's mfurior cPBeuce Ho 

With His did digDific. 

For conleBcent by that bund 

We arc His body grown. 

Nourished with fuvore fiom His hiird 
Whom for our Htad wc own. 

And such a knot, what arm dares loose. 
What life, -what death can sever ? 

'Whivh us in Him, and Him iu us, 
United keeps for ever. 



THE OKNAMEKT. 

HE lucky "World ehewd me one dny 
Her gorgeous mart and glittering store. 
Where wilh proud haste the rich made 

To buy, the poor canio to adore. 

Serious fhey secm'd and bought up all 
Tbo latest modes of pride and lust; 

Although the first must surely fall. 
And the last is most loathsome dust. 
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But while each gay, alluring ware 
With idle hcarta and busie looks 

They viewd, — for Idlcnesa hath there 
Laid up all her archives and books — 

Quite through their proud and pompous file, 
Blushing, and in meek weeds array'd. 

With native looks which knew no guile, 
Came the sheep-keeping Syrian maid.' 

Whom strait the shining row nil fac'd, 
Forc'd by her artless looks and dress ; 

While one cfyed out, we are disgrac'd ! 
For she is brurcst, you confess. 



ST. MAKY UAGDAIEN. 
EQ^nFAR, beauteous saint I more white then 

tatSSM When in his nahcd, pure array ; 
Fresher than moining-ilowcrB which shew 
As thou in tears dost, best in dew. 
How art thou chang'd ! how lively-fair, 
Pleasing, and innocent an air, 

' Rachel : OeueBts iiviii. 6 asd ixii. 9 ; or query — 
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Not tutor'd by thy glass, but free, 
Native and pure, shines now io tijee ! 
Jiut since thy beauty doth still kci-p 
Bloomy and fresh, ■nljy dost thou weep P 
This dusky state of sighs nnd tt'urs 
Dnrst not look on those smiling years, 
When Jlagdul- castle' was (hy seat. 
Where all was aump'uou», rare and neat.' 
Why lies this hoir despised now 
Which once thy care and art did show ? 
Will) tlien did dress the muth lov'd toy, 
In spires, globes, angry curls and eoy,' 
■\Vhith with skill'd negligence seem'd shed 
About thy curious, wildo, yong head ? 
Why is Ibis riih, this pirfic* nard 
Jpilt, and the box quite broke and marr'd ? 
What pretty sullcnness did hast 
Thy eusie hands to do tliis wuste ? 
Wliy art thoti humbled thus, and low 

' Miiry of MagJalfl = Mnry Slngdiilone G. 

• Clean, puro, aa in Shoki^speiuo re[nnileJly. O. 
' CI. Isaiah iii. IB H 'rijq. 0. 

* = pari!, imadullciulcd— coinod either from the original 
OrcLli itiajiKo<i 01 the \'ulgate 'noi'rfi* /liKiki ' ofSt. John 
xii. 3: and cf. St. Mark liv, 3. Sir Thomas Urowns 
(Vulgar Errors B. »ii. c- 7) has the word, spelltd 'pis- 
tiek •. 0. 
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As earth thy lovely head dost bow P 

I>eBr aoul ! thou knew'et flowers here on Earth 

At their Loid'a foot-stool have their birth ; 

Therefore thy wither'd self in haste 

Beneath His blest feet thou didst cast. 

That at the root of this green tree 

Thy great decays restor'd mifjht be. 

Thy curious vanities, and rare 

Odorous ointmenta, kept with earo 

And dearly bought, — when thou didst see 

They could not cure nor comfort thee — 

like a wise, early penitent. 

Thou sadly didst to Him present, 

Whose interceding, meek, and calm 

Blood, is the world's all-healing halm. 

This, this Divine Restorative' 

Call'd forth thy tears, which ran in live 

And hasty drops, as if they had 

— Their Lord so near — sense to be glad. 

Learn, ladies, here the faithful cure 

Kakes beanty lasting, fresh and pure ; 

Learn Mary's art of tears, and then 

Bay, you have got the day from men. 

Cheap, mighty art ! her art of love, 

Who lov'd much, and much more could move ;' 

■ St. Lake, vii., 47. 0. 
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Her art ! whose memory must last 

Till truth through all the world be past ; 

Till His alus'd, despised flatDc 

Return to heaven, from whence it eanie, 

And send a firo down, that shall bring 

DestiTiction on his ruddy wiog. 

Her art ! whose pensive, weeping eyes, 

Wore once Sia's looae and tempting spies ; 

Sut now are fixed stars, whose light 

Helps such dark straglers to their sight. 

Self-boasting Pharisee ! how blinde 

A judge wcit thoi:, and liow unkinde ! 

It was impossible, that thou, 

>Vho wert all false should' st trne gri^f know 

Is't just to judge her faithful tears 

By that foul rheum thy false eye wears ? 

' This woman ' — say'st thou — ' is a sinner ' ; 
And sat* there none such at thy dinner? 
Go leper, go ! wash till thy flesh 
Oome's like a cliilde's, spotless and fresh ; 
He is still leprous that still paints :' 
Who saint themselves, they arc no saints. 



' Probably Buggwtod by what ho had as a phyBJi 
:a of Ma didcasc;, then, for several rcaisons wry c 
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THE RAIN-BOW. 
jTILL young' and fine ! bat what is still 



I We slight as old and soil'd, though fresh 
and new. 
How bright wert thou, when Shcm's admiring eye 
Thy burnisht, flaming arch did first desiiry ! 
When Tenth, Nahor, Haran, Abram, Lot, 
The youthful world a gray fatbera in one knot,* 
Bid with intcntivc looks watuh evury hour 
For thy new light, and trembled at each shower ! 
W^hen thou dost shine, Darkness looks whit« and 

fair, 
Fonns turn to musiclt, clouds to smiles and air : 
Bain gently siiends his honey-drops, and pours 
Balm on the cleft earth, milk on grass and flowers 
Bright pledge of peace and sun-shine ! the sure tye 
Of my Lord's hand, the object of His eye !' 
When I behold thee, though my light be dim, 
Distant and low, 1 can in thine see Him, 
Who looks upon thee from His glorious throne, 
And mindes the covenant 'twixt All and One. 

■ MiKprinU-J'youg'. G. 
= GeiiteaiB] thap. 9, ver. 16. V. 

* iii.13 our Ui'inonal-lntroductioa for Campbell's app- 
Topnution fiijm this pocni hero. O. 
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foul, deceitful men ! my Ood doth keep 
Uia promise still, but we break ours and sleep. 
After the FdU the first sin was in blood,' 

And drunkcnnuss* quickly did succeed the flood ; 
But since Christ dyed— as if we did devise 
To lose Him too, oa well us Paradisu — 
These tvro grand sins wc joyn and act together. 
Though blood and di-unkenness' make but fuul, 

foul weather. 
"Wutcr — though both heaven's windows and tho 

deep 
Full forty days o'r the drown'd world did wcrp,' — 
Could not reform ua, and blood — iu despight — 
Yea God's own blood, we troad upon and sliglit. 
So thoso bad daughters, which Ood sav'd from 

fire, 
'While Sodom yet did smoke, lay with their sire.* 

Then peaceful, signal bow, but in a cloud 

Still lodgW, where nil thy unseen arrows shrowd ;• 

1 will on thee as on o comet look, 

■ Chid's murder of Abel. Gsnesii iv. 8. G. 

' Koah r CenesiB ix. 21. G. ' = drunk'ness. Q. 

* Genpsig vii. 12. G. ' Genesin xix. 31'33. Q. 

* Thomas Brooks the PuritaD, saj'a contrariwi«e and 
finpljrof the Itainbow, th«t it ia >a hov, that hnth no 
«rrow8'. G. 
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A comet, the sod world's ill-bodiag book ; 

Thy light as luctual' and stain'd with woes 

I'lo judge, where penal flames sit mixt and close. 

For though some tliiok, thou shiD'st hut to restrain 

Bold storms, and simply dost attend on rain ; 

Yet I know well, and so our sins require, 

Thou dost but court cold rain, till niin tarns fire. 



TUE SEED GROWING SECRETLY. 

S. Mam [cap.] 4, ["VBa.]. 26.' 

jR^^H F this world's friends might see but once 

vQ iSl What some poor man mny often feel ; 

lllft^ il Glory, and gold, and crowns, and thrones. 

They would soon quit, and learn to kneel. 

lly dew, my dew ! my early lovo, 

My Boui's bright food, Thy absence kilts ! 

' No doubt from the Latin /wfu* sorroT or mourning : 
ST /ucfwMH*, doleful or aorrovful. La'ham'a JahDsont.r. 
quotes Sir (i. Buck. (Uiatury of Bichard III. p41) as 
follovs: " 'rh« tnrliulont and liiclual times, which were to- 
wardi the end and period ofhia life und reisn." Taughan'a 
ii a later eiampU. G. 

' [ adhere literally thronghont to tha Author's own t«it, 
albeit he is arbitrary in the ui<c of the Latiu and Eng- 
Uih. O. 
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Hover not long, etcrnul Dove ! 

Life without Thcc is loose, and spills. 

SoD.ctliiDg I had, which long ago 
Did leam to Buck aad sip and tasto ; 

But now grown eickly, sad and slow. 
Doth fret and wrangle, pine, and waste. 

spred Thy aacred wings, ond shake 
One living drop ! one drop lift; keeps ! 

If pious griffs huaven'a joya awake,' 
fill hia bottle ! Thy child weeps ! 

Slowly and sadly doth he giow. 

And soon as left shiinks back to ill ; 

feed that life, which makes him Mow 
And spred and open to Thy will ! 

For Thy eternal, living wtlU 

None siflin'd or tvither'd shall come near : 
A fresh, immortal green there dwclla. 

And spotleaB white is ail the wear. 

Dear, secret greenness !' nurat below. 

Tempests and windos, nnd ivinter- nights, 

> St. Luke ir. 7. 0. 

* C£ an earlier poem, * The Hidden Flower ' taili 
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Test Dot that but One sees thee gTOw; 
That One made all these lesser lights. 

If those bright joys He singly sheds 
On thcc, were oil met in one crown, 

Both sun and stars would hide their heads, 

And moons, thoughfull, would got them domi. 

Let glory he their bait, vhose mindes 

Are all too high for a low cell : 
Though hawks can prey through storms and winds, 

The poor bee in her hive must dwel. 

Glory, the croud's cheap tinsel still 

To what most takes Ibem, is a drudge ; 

And they too oft take good for ill, 

And thriving Vice for Vertue judge. 

n'hat needs a conscience calm and bright 

"Within itself, an outward test ? 
Who breaks his glass to take more light, 

Makes way for stonus into his rest, 

Then bless thy secret growth, nor catch 
At noise, but thrive unseen and dumb ; 

£ecp clean, hear fruit, earn life, and watch. 
Till the white-winged reapers come !' 

LS9. G. 
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[irOURNINO FOR THE YOUXG DEAD.] 

nS Tioio onn day by me did pass, 
Through u lurgu dusky glassu 
Ho held, I chanc'd to look, 
kni spycd his curious book 

Of pnatdaj-B, where sad Hfav'n did sht'd 

A mourning light upon the dead. 

Many disordered lives I saw. 

And foul recoi-ds, which thaw 
My kindc eyes still, but in 
A fair, white page of thin 
And ev'n, smooth lines, like the sun's rays. 
Thy numo was writ, and all thy dsiys. 

bright and happy kalendur ! 

Where youth shiaes like a star 
All pcttri'd with tears, and may 
Teach age the holy way ; 

Vhere through thick pangs, high agonies, 
Fuith into lite breaks, and Death dies. 

As some meek night-piece' which day quails. 
To candle-light unveils : 

' Qoery « nllMewii piece of & Night-Keaa ? Q, 
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So by one boamy* line 
Fioinlhj' bi'igbt lamp, did shine 
In the Slime page thy humble grave. 
Sot witli grocn herbs, glad hopes and brave. 

Here slept my thought's dear mark ! which 
dust 

Seem'd to dyvour, like rust ; 

But^diiat— I did observe — 

By hiding doth preserve ; 
As vro for long and sure recruits,' 
Candy with augar our choice fruits. 

calm and sacred bed, where lies 
In death's dark mysteries 
A beauty far more bright 
Than the noon's cloudlojs light ; 
F^r whoso dry duat grocn brnnches bud, 
Anl robca ai-e bleach'd in the Lamb's blood. 

Sleep, happy ashes ! — blessed sleep ! — 

^V'hilo baplcsse I still weep ; 

Weep that I have out-liv'd 

My life, and unreliev'd 

Must— aoul-lesae shadow !— so live on, 

Though life be dead, and my joys gone. 

' = literally, that whioh ro.*iicreBB8B or re-growi : «p 
puently nwd here and elsewham for ' pretexfat \ G. 
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^ [RELIGION.] 

.1— ^alAIR nnd yong light ! my guiile (o holy 
[SItI (jrii'f and soul-cuiiDg mL'liincLoly ; 
•^'^^^^ 'NVliom living here I did still shun 
As BuIU-n cight-ravfns do the sun. 
And It'tuI hj my own fnolish fiiii 
Wandrt'd through darkiitas, dens, and mire. 
}fow am I now in love willi idl 
That I tt-rniM then nu-er bondt nnd thniU ! 
And to Thy name— which still I keep- 
Like the survi\-ing turtle, weep ! 
O bitter curs'd delights of men ! 
Oiirsunl'a diseaaes first, and thin 
Our bodies ; poysons that inti'eat 
"With fulul swei-tiies3, till n-e eut ; 
How ortl'ully do you destroy, 
'I hat kill with smiles und seeming joy ! 
It' all the RuMilities of Vieo 
Stood bare before nnpractic'd eyes, 
And every act stedoth commence 
Hud writ down its sad eonsequenee, 
Yet would not men grant their ill fate 
Lodged in those false looks, tiU too lute. 
holy, happy, healthy hcuven, 
V here all is pure, where all is even, 
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Plain, hnnnk'sa, fuithfiil, fiiir, and bright, 

Bnt what Earth breaths ogainst thy light ! 

Kow blest had men bot-D, had their sire 

Liv'd still in lengiio with thy chaste fire ; 

Nor made life through her long descents 

A slave to lustful elements ! 

I did once read in an old book, 

Soil'd with many a weeping look, 

' That the seeds of {oul sorrows bo 

The finest things that arc, to see.' 

So that fam'd fruit, which mode oil dyo 

Sccm'd fair unto the woman's eye.' 

If The.sc supplanters, in the shade 

Of Paradise could muke man fade, 

Hovr in this world should they deter 

Thia world, their fullow-murtherer ! 

And why then grijvo we to be sent 

Home by our first fair punishment, 

Without addition to our woes 

And ling'iing wounds from weaker foes ; 

Since that both quickly freedom win, 

' For he that's deod is freed from sin ' P 

O that I were winged and free 

And quite undrost just now with Thee, 
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Where frfetl aouls dwtl by living fountains 
On everlasting, npicy Tnountains ! • 

Alaa! my God! tafc home Thy sliecp ; 
This world but laughs at those that weep. 



THE STONE. 
Josii[fA] CHAP. 24. VER, 27. 

HC tSk ^ut IV here to act that none thall 

WhL-re I shuU have no cause t« fear 
An oye or car, 
Whut man will show ? 

If nights, and shades, and seen t rooms. 
Silent as tombs, 

Will not conceal nor assent to 

]Uy dark designs, what shall I do? 

JIan I can brilc, and woman will 

Consent to any gainful ill, 

Hut these dumb creatures arc so true. 

No gold nor gifts can them subdue. 

' Hedges hare cars,' said the old sooth. 



' Baaiiniscencea of SoDg; of SoloniOD : vi. 3 : Tiii. 11. O. 
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' And cv'ry bush i* soiiictliing's booth ; ' 
This cautious fools mistjikc, und iVar 
Nothing but man, when innbiish'ii thei'e. 

Bat I— aliia! — 
Waa shown one day in a sliMnge glass 
That busic commorte kept between 
God and His creatures, though unseen. 

They hear, se<', speiik, 
And into loud discoveiies bi-eak, 
As loud as blood.' Kot that God needs 
Intelligence, Whose Spiiit feeds 
All things with life, before \VLo»o eye, 
Hell and all hearts stark naked lye. 
But Ho' that judgelh as He hears, 
He that accuselh none, so steers 
His rightcoits course, that though Ho km 
All that man doth, toneeals or shows, 
Yet will not He by his own light 
— TliouRh both all-seeing and all right- 
Condemn men ; but will try them by 
A process, which ev'n man's own eye 
Must needs acknowledge to be ju't. 



■ Genesis iv. 10 : Revolation vi. 10. Cf. Di'ath of Abtl, 
onward. G- 
' John chap. S. vcr 30, 4fi. V. 
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Hence sand and dast 
Ara shak'd for witncsac*, und stones, 
Which some think dead, shall all at once 
With one attesting voice detect 
'Dioso st'cret sins we leust suspect. 
For know, wilde men, that whon you erre 
Each thing turns sciihc and register. 
And, in obedience to his Lord, 
Doth your most private sins record. 

The Law dclivLToJ to the Jews, 
Who promis'J mnoh, bat did refuso 
Perlbrnianci'i will for thiit same doed 
Agiiinst them hy a stone proceed ; 
Whoso substance, though 'tia hai'd enough, 
Will prove their hearts more stiff and tuff. 
But wow, sinco Ood on HtmseK took 
What all maiikinde could never brook. 
If any— for Ho nil invites— 
His easie yoke rejects or slights, 
The Gospel then— for 'tis His Word, 
And not Himself shall judge tho world- 
Will by loose dust that man arraign. 
As one than dust more vile and vain. 

I S. John, chap. 12. vor, 47,43. V. 
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THE DWELLING PLiCE. 
St. John, ekap. 1. c»r. 38, 39. 
BnnnHAT Imppy, M-'cret fountuin, 
n$vfl '^''''' ^^'"^^> *"' moantoin, 
HaHM ^VTiose undiRcovcr'U virgin glory' 
Dotists it this day, though not id story, 
Was then Thy dwclltog ? did some cloud, 
Fis'd tu a, tent,' Ocsci'DiI and shrowd 
My disti'cst Lord ? or did a star, 
Uuckon'd by Thc-c, though high uud far, 
In sparkling smiles hustc gladly down 
To lodgo light, and inciiiasc her own ? 
Uy dear, dcur God 1 I do not know 
"What lodged Thee then, nor where, nor how ; 
But I am sure Thou do,=t now come 
Oft to a narrow, homely room, 
"Where Thou too hast but the least part; 
Uy Ood, I mean my ' sinful heart.' 

' So in 'The Night' onward, 'virgin-shrino' : lii 
Vaugbau unlike Cmshiiw, as elsewhere i-omarked, does n> 
affect compouDds. G. 
* Fii'd in maDQGrof, or in likeness to, a tent. O. 
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THE MEN OF WAR. 
S. Luke, chap 23. xer. 11. 

'ipgWfl|F asy have an ear,' 

^L^H Sulth holy Johii,' ' thcu let him h(.'ar 

^IM2 He, thnt into capti\ity 
Lends others, shall a captive be. 
'Wlio with tlio Hword dolh others kill 
A sword shall his blood likewise spill. 
Here is the patieDce of the snints, 
.\nO the true fuith, whieh never faints.' 

"Were not Thj- word— dear Lord !— my light 

}low would I run to endless night. 

And persecuting Thee and Thine, 

>'nact' for saints my self and mine 1 

Bat now enlighten'd thus by Thee, 

I dure not think such villany ; 

Nor fur a temporal self-end 

Suc(:cs3ful wickedness commend. 

For in this bright, instructing verse 

Thy saints arc not the conquerers ; 

](ut patient, meek, and overcome 

Like Thee, when set at naught and dumb. 

Aimies Thou hast in Heaven, ^rhieh fight 

■ IteTBl.cap. 13. vor. 10. V. 
* = decree themielvea M. G. 
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And follow Tlicc all cloatli'il in white ; 

But here nn Earth— though Thou hadstnoed— 

Thou wouldst no Irgions, but wouldat bk-cd. 

Tho sword wherewith 'Ihou dost command 

la in Thy mouth, not in Thy haail,' 

And oil Thy saints do oTtrcomo 

liy Thy blood, and their martyrdom. 

Itut seeing i^oldiers long ago 

Bill spit on Thee, and smote Thee too ; 

Ci'own'd Theo with thorns, and bow'd the knot 

Hut in conltmpt, as stiJI wo see, 

I'lc marvel not at ought they do, 

Because they us'd my Saviour ao; 

Since of my Lord they had their will, 

Thy servant muat not take it ill. 

Dear Jesus, give me patience here, 
And faith to soo my crown as near. 
And almost reach'd, because 'tis sure 
If I hold fast, and slight tho lure. 
Give me humility and peace. 
Contented thoughts, innoxious case, 
A sweet, revcngelcss, quiet minde. 
And to my greatest haters, kindc. 
Give me, my God ! a heart us mildc 

' Cf. RoTelatioa xii. 14-IS and pamllrl pniisngi's. < 



Digiiizodb, Google 



EILEX BCIKTtLI.^XS. 

And plain, as when I was aeliilde. 
That when ' Thy tbione is set ',' and all 
Thcso ' conquerors ' before it fall, 
I may be found — preserv'd by Thee— 
ArooDgat that cho»cn compuny, 
'Who iy no blood — here — overcamo 
But the blood of the blessed Iiamb. 



THE ASS. 
Si. Jlvrr. [cap.] 21. 
IR^TTOU who did.st place me ia thii 

H KiS mI Of flesh and blood, where tw 

meet : 
The one of goodness, peace, and life, 
The other of death, ein, and strife ; 
Where frail visiblcs rule the minile. 
And present thing* flnde m^n most kinile ; 
'Where obscure carca the mean deffiit, 
And splendid vice destroys the great ; 
As Thou didst set no law for mo, 
But that of perfect liberty, 



■ RarclaliDn i 


». Z. 0. 




• Bomans vU 


36-37 and Eovelation 


W. e and lii. 


11. a. 
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Which neither tyres, nor dolh corrode, 
But is a pillow, not a load ; 
So give me grace erer to rest. 
And build on it, because the best ; 
Tench both mine eyes and feet to more 
Within those bounds set by Thy love ; 
Grant I may soft and lowly be, 
And mindc those things I cannot see ; 
Tye me to faith, though above reason ; 
Who qnustion Power, they speak treason; 
Let me, Thy ass, be onely wise 
To carry, not search, mysteiies. 
Who cunies Thee, isLy Thee lead ; 
Who argues, follows his own bead. 
To check bad motions, keep me still 
Amongst the dead, where thriying III, 
Without his brags and conquests lies, 
And Truth — oppreat here— gets the prize, 
At all times, whatsoe'r I do 
Let me not fail to question, who 
Shares in the act, and puts me to"t ? 
And if not Thou, let not me do't. 
Above all, make melovo the poor; 
Those burthens to the rich man's door ; 
Let me admire those, and be kinde ; 
To low estates and a low minde. 
If the world offers to me ought, 
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That by Thy book mast not be Bought, 
Or, though' it should be lawful, may 
Prove notexpedicnt for Thy way. 
To shun that peril let Thy grace 
Prevail with me to shun the place ; 
Let me be wise to please Thea still, 
And lut men call niu what they will. 

"When thus Thy niiMc, iustrutting huiid 
Findos Thy poor fo:il ot 'Ihy command, 
TrVhen he from ^^ tide is beconio wise. 
And slights that most, which men most prize 
When all things heiv to thistles turn 
Pricking his lips, till he doth mourn 
And hang the head, aijiliing for those 
Pastures of life, where the Lamb roos ; 

then, just then ! break or untye 

These bonds, this sad cupti\ily. 

This leaden state, which men miscal 

Being and life, but is dead thrall. 

And when-0 God ! the uss is free, 

In a state known to none but Thee, 

let him by his Lord he led 

To living springs, and there he fid, 

Where light, joy, health, and pert'ect peace 
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Sliuta out all piun aad cnrh disoiiac ; 

Where druth and frailty are forgotten 

And Iwnc's ngoycc, which once were broken ! 



THE HIDDEN TREASUKE. 

S. Matt, [clip.] 13. [vcr.] 44. 

IPSRCJIKAT can the man do that auccccda the 

jiifltijl Even whiit was done before, and no new 

Who shews me but one smin of sincere light? 
Fiilso stars and fire-dr.ikos,' the deceits of Night 
Si't forth to fool and fi>il thee, do not boast ; 
Siieh eoul-flnoie^ shew but kitchin-roomi at most. 
And those I saw scarcli'd through ; yea those and 

all 
That these throe thousand years Time did let fall 
To blinde the eyes of lookers-back, and I 



' Ecclcaiustcs uhap. 2. 12. O- 

' Fiery moli-ors or tihalations : once by Shakespeare ia 
ap«raonal aeaav, •'a^rrifrekc, did I Mt it " (Henry VIII. 
T. 3.) in jirubablb allueiOD to the firo-woik so called. 
The lyw /"(«i or Wills o' the Wisp aro the ' decoits of 
night*. G. 
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Now all is (lone, firde ;ill is vnnity. 
Those secret searchrs wliith iiffliet tlio wise, 
Paths that arc hidden from the viiltur's eyes, 
I saw nt distance, and where grows that fruit 
AVhioh others onely grope for and dispute. 

The world's lov d wisdom — for the world's 
fiiends think 
There is none elau~did oot the dreadful brink 
And precipice it lends to bid nie flie, 
None could with more advniitugu use then I. 

STan's favorite sins, those tainting appetites. 
Which Nature breeds, and some fine clay incites. 
With all their soft, kinds arts ami eosie strains, 
Which strongly opoiate, though without pains. 
Did not a greater beauty nilo mine eyes, 
None would more dote on, nor so soon entice. 
Hut since these sweets are sowre and poyson'd 

Where the impure seeds flourifih all the year. 

And prirate tapers n'ill but help to stray 

Ey'n those, who by them would finde out the day, 

I'lo seal my cye« up, and to Thy commands 

Submit my wilUe heart, and i-cstrain my hands ; 

I will do nothing, nothing know, nor seo 

Hut what Thou bidst, and shew'st, and teach est 

Look what Thou gav'at; ail that I do restore, 
But for one thing, though purchas'd oucu before. 
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CHILDE-HOOD. 



I CANNOT reach it ; and my striving eye 
DazJca at it, as at eternity. 

7 tliat Chronicle alivo, 
Those while designs which children drive, 
And the thoughts of etch harmless hour. 
With their content too in my pow'r, 
Quitkly Tould I make my path ev'n. 
And by meer playing go to Heaven. 

Vfhj should men lore 
A wolf, more than a Iamb or dove ? 
Or choose hcll-firc end brimatcne streams 
Befoit bright-stars and God's own beums ? 
Who kisscth thorns will hurt his face, 
But flowers do both refresh and grace ; 
And sweetly living — fie on men ! — 
Are, when dead, medicinal then ; 
If spcinf? much should make staid eyes. 
And long experience should make wise ; 
Since nil that age doth teach is ill, 
Why should I not lore childo-hood still P 
Why, if I sec a rock or shelf, 
Shull I fiom thenco cast down my self? 
Oi- hy complying with the world, 
from the muu« precipice be hnrl'd 7 
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Those obBcrvatioDB art; but foul, 
Which make mc wise to lose my soul. 

And yet the practice, woriillings call 
Susiuess, aud weighty action all, 
Checking the poor childo for his play. 
Bat gravely cast themselves away. 

Sear, harmless age ! the short, swift spun 
Where weeping Virtue parts with raau ; 
Where love without lust dwells, and bends . 
What way we pletise without self-ends. 

Aq ago of myateriea ! whith he 
Must live twice' that would Ood's face see ; 
Which angels guard, and with it play. 
Angels ! which foul men drive away. 

How do I study now, and scan 
Thee more than ere I stuilj-cd man. 
And onely see through a long night 
Tliy eilges and thy bordering light ! 
for thy center and mid-day ! 
For sure that is ' the narrow way ! ' 

> St. Mark x- IB- 0- 
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THK NIGHT. 

Jnnx [cap] hi. 2' 

HROUGH that pure rirgin. ahrine,* 
That sacrrd vaiP drawn o'er Thy glorious 

That men might Inok aod live, oe glo-worms shine, 
AdiI face tlm moon: 
Wise Nicodemus sn\7 such light 
As made him know his God by night 

Most blest bclicTor he ! 

Who in ihut land of darkness and blindo eyes 

Thy long expected heoliog wings could see, 

When Thou didst rise ! 

And, wlint can never moi'e be done. 

Did at mill-night apeak with tlie Sun ! 

who will tell me, where 

Se found Thee at the dead and silent hour ? 
What hallow'd Bolitary ground did bear 

< Misprinted 2. 3. G. 

* = night, as being that in which the virgin (Diana) 
moon ia shrioed, and in egrccmiiit with what tho Poet 
Baj'B afterwaiils of tho iouoconce of Night as compared 
vith tho 'remorsoful day '■ 

* = Uii Qeah or hamAQ mttare. G. 
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Bo rare a flower ; 
Within whose sacred leafs did lie 
The fulness of the Deity ? 

> No merc7-seat of gold, 

No dead and dusty cherub, nor carved stone. 
But His own living works did my Lord bold 
And lodge alone ; 
Where tree;) and herbs did watch and peep 
And wonder, while the Jews did sleep. 

Dear Night ! this world's defeat ; 

The step to busie fools ; Care's check and curb ; 

The day of spirits ; my soul's calm retreat 
Which none disturb ! 
Christ's' progress, and His prayer time ;' 
The hours to which high Heaven doth 



1 Mark, uliap. I 3fi. S. Luke, chap. 21. 37. Y. 

* The word timi must be Msociated both with progriu 
and prater — His nal king- time and prajer-time. Dr. 
Georg« Macdonald in " Antiphou " (p 268}. O. 

* Tha is an aUosioD to the sphere innsio: the great 
hearena is a clock whose hours are those vhen Jesu* re- 
tiree to His Father ; aud to these hours the sphen 
gives the chime. Dr. Uacdonald, ss before. 
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God'a Bilcnt, searching Sight ; 
When my Lord's head is filled with dew, and all 
fiia locka are wet with the clear drops of Night; 
His still, soft call j 
His knocking tdmej' the soul's dumb 

watch, 
■Wlien spirits their fair kinred catch. 

■Were all my loud, evil days 
Calm and unhaanted as is thy dark tent, 
"Whose peace but hy some angel's wing or voice 
Is seldom rent ; 
Then I in Heaven all the long year 
Would keep, and never wander here. 

But living where the sun 
Doth all things wake, and where all mix and tyre 
Themselves and others, I consent and run 
To ev'ry myre ; 
And by this world's ill guiding light, 
Errc more than I can do by night 

There is in God — some say — 
A deep, but dazzling darknosa; as men here 



1 <■ B^ld I itand at the door ud inuet " : Revelation 
iiL20. G. 
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Say it is lato and dusky, because thay 
See not all clear. 
for that Night ! where I m Him 
Uigbt live inTifiible aud dim ! 



ABEL'S BLOOD. 

^^AB, purple well ! whose bubling eye 
n^H'OI Did first agaiost a murth'rer cry ; 
•Sfl Whose streams etill Tocal, BtlU complain 
Of bloody Coin ; 
And now at evening are as red 
As in the morniug when fii-st shed. 

If Bingle'thou 
— Though single voices are but low, — 
Could'st such a shriU and long cry rear 
As speuks still in thy Maker's ear, 
"What thunders shall those men arraign 
Who cannot count those they have slain. 
Who bath not in a shallow flood, 
But in a deep, wide sea of blood ? 
A sea, whose lowd waves cannot sleep. 
But deep still calleth upon deep : 
Whose urgent sonnd, like unto that 
Of many waters, beateth at 
The ercrlasting doors above, 
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'Where sonia bthinde the altar move, 
And with one strong, incessant cry 
Inquire ' How long ? ' of the Most High' 

Almighty Judge! 
At Whoso juat laws no just men gradge ; 
Whose blessed, sweet command§ do pour 
Comforts, end joys, and hopes each hoar 
On those that keep them ; accept 
Of his vow'd heart, whom Thou hast kept 
From bloody men ! and grant, I may 
That Bwom mtmorial duly pay 
To Thy bright arm, which was my light 
And leader through thick death and night ! 

I* may that flood, 
That proudly spilt and despb'd blood, 
Speechless and calm, as infant's sleep ! 
Or if it watth, foi^ive and weep 
For those that apilt it I May no cries 
From the low Earth to high Heaven rise, 
Bntwhat, — like His whose blood peace brings — 
Bhall— when they rise—' speak better things * 
Then Abel's doth ! Uay Abel be 



1 Bovelation vi. 10. 0> 
' B, aye, as before. 0. 
* Bnpply ' be ', nndentood. 
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Still BLDgle heard, while these agree 
With His milde blood in voice and -wiil. 
Who prnj'd for those that did Him kill ! 



RIGHTEOUSNESS. 

BAIB, solitary path ! vhoae blessed shades 
The old, white prophets planted first 
and drest ; 

Leaving for us— whose goodness quickly fades, — ■ 
A shelter all the way, and bowers to rest ; 

Who is the man that walks in thee? who loves 
Heav'n's secret solitnde, those fair abodes, 

Where turtles build, and oarelese sparrows move, 
Without to morrow's evils and future loads ? 



Who hath the upright heart, the single eye. 
The clean, pure hand, which never medled 
pitch? 

Who sees invisibles, and doth comply 

With hidden treasures that make truly rich ? 

He that doth seek and love 

The things above, 

Whose spirit ever poor, is meek and low ; 

Who simple still and wise. 
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Still homewards flies. 
Quick to advance, and to retreat most slow. 

■ffhoBe acts, words, and pretence. 
Hare all one sense, 
One aim and end ; who walks not by Ms sight ; 
WLose eyes are both pnt out, 
And goes about 
Guided by faith, not by exterior light, 

Who s^s no blood, nor spreds 
Thorns in the beds 
Of the distrest, hasting their overthrow ; 
Making the time they had 
Bitter and aad. 
Like chronic pains,' which sarely kill, though 

"Who knows Earth nothing hath 

Worth love or wrath, 

Snt in his Hope and Rock is ever glad : 

Who seeks and follows peace, 

When with the ease 

Asd health of conscience it is to be had. 



' Oddly misprinted ' prsyers ' — tlie printer's eye eatch- 
ingit in onwaidatanca, A. 
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Who bears hia cross with joy, 

And doth imploy 

Hia heart and tongue in prayers for his foes ; 

Who leads, not to be paid. 

And give* full aid 

Without that bribe which userers impose. 

Who never looks on man 
Fearful and wan, 
But firmly trusts in Ood ; the great man's measure 
Though high and haughty must 
Be ta'en in dust ; 
But the good man is God's peculiar treasure. 

Who doth thus, and doth not 
These good deeds blot 
With bod, or with neglect ; and heaps not wrath 
By secret filth, nor feeds 
Some snake, or weeds. 
Cheating himself ; That man walks In this path. 



AlfGTJISH. 

JY God and King ! to Thee 
I bow my knee ; 
I bow my troubled soul, and greet 
With my foul heart Thy holy feet 
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Cast it, or tread it! it shall do 

Even what Thou vilt, and praise Thee too. 

My God, could I weep blood, 
Gladly I would, 
Or if Thou wilt jcive me that art, 
Which through the eyes pours out the hart, 
I will exhaust it all, and make 
My self all tears, a weepiug lake. 

! 'tis on easie thing 
To write and sing ; 
But to write true, unfeignM verse 
Is very hard ! God, disperse 
These weighte, aud give my spirit leave 
To act as well as to conceive ! 

my God, hear my cry ; 
Or let me dye ! 



WHEW my God, my Glory, bnDgs 

His white and holy trtiin 
Unto those clear and holy springs 
Where comes no stain. 
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Where all is light, and flowers, and fruit. 

And joy, and rest, 
Make me amongst them — 'tis my suit !— 
The la^ one, and the least. 

And when they all are fed, and have 

Bnink of Thy living stream, 
Bid Thy poor ass— with tears I crave !— 
Drink after them. 

Thy love claims highest thanks, my sin 

The lowest pitch : 

But if he pays, who loves much, then 

Thou hast made heggera rich. 



JACOB'S PILLOW AND PILLAR. 

I SEE the Temple in thy pillar rear'd, 
And that dread Glory, which thy chil* 
dren fear'd, 
In milde, clear visions, without a frown. 
Unto thy solitary self is shown. 
'Tis number makes a schism : throngs are rude, 
And Ood Himself dyed by the multitude, 
This makes Him put on clouds, fire, and smoke ; 
Hence He in thunder to thy off-spring spoke. 



db, Google 



The small, itiU Tcsce at some low cottage knocks, 
Sat a strong wind most break Thy lofty rocka. 

The first true worship of the world's groat King 
Fi-om private and selected hearts did spring ; 
Sut He most willing to save all mankinde, 
Inlarg'd that light, and to the bad was kindc. 
Hence catholick or nniversal came 
A most fair notion, but a very name. 
For this rich pearl, like some more common stone, 
When once made publique, is est^em'd by none. 
Man slights his llaker when familiar grown, 
And sets up laws to pall bis Honor down. 
This God foresaw : and when slain by the crowd, 
—Under that stately and mysterious cloud' 
"Which His death seatter'd — Ho foretold the place 
And form to serve Him in, should be true grace, 
And the meek heart ; not in a Uoant,' nor at 
Jomsalem, with blood of beasts and fat. 
A heart is that dic^ place, that awfiill cell. 
That secret ark, where the mild Dove doth dwell, 
Whea the proud waters rage : when heathens rule 



' Cf. Exodus xix 9-lS oad see Memorial-Introduction 
for parallel in Crasbaw. Q. 
■ St. Jobniv. 21. O. 
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By Ood's permission, and man turns a mule. 

Thk litUe Goaben — in the midst of night, 

And Satan's seat — in all her coasts hath light;' 

Tea Bethel shall have tithes— saith Isrflel's stone— 

And TOWS and visions, though bcr foes ctye ' Kone.' 

Thus is the solemn Temple sunk agen 

Into a pillar, and conoeol'd from men. 

And glory he to His eternal name, 

Wio is contented that this holy flame 

Shall lodge in such a narrow pit, till Ho 

With His strong arm turns our captivity ! 

But blessed Jacob, though thy sad distress 
Was just the same with ours, and nothing less ; 
For thou a brother, and blood-thirsty too, 
Didst flye,' wboso children wrought thy children's 

Yet thou in aU thy solitade and grief, 

On stones didst sleep, end found'st hut cold relief; 

Thou from the Day-atar a long way didst stand, 

And all that distance was Law and command. 

But we a healing sun by day and night. 

Have our sure Guardian, and our leading li^t. 



< EioduB X. 22, 2S. 0. 

* Obaduh chap. L 10 [mUprinted 11 C] Amos, c4iap. 
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What thou didst hope for and believe, we flnde 
And feci, a friend most ready, sure and kiade. 
Thy pillow vaa but type and shade at best, 
But wo the substance have, and on Him rest. 



THE AGREEMENT. 

|WROTE it down.' But one that saw 

And envyed that re(«rd, did since 
I Such a mist oyer my mind draw, 
It quite forgot that purpos'd glimpse, 
I read it sadly oft, bat still 
Simply believed 'twas not my quill. 

At length my life's kinde angel came. 
And witb his bright and buaie wing 
Scatt'rtng that cloud shewd me the flame. 
Which strait like moming-stara did sing 
And shine, and point me to a place, 
Which all the year sees the sun's face. 

beamy book ! my mid-day, 
Exterminating fears and night ! 



: The Nov Covouant at Bqttism and CoafirmatiaD. 
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The mount, whose white asccEdenta may 
Se in conjunction with true light ! 

My thoughts, when towards Thee they move, 
Glitter and kindle with Thy lore. 

Thou nrt the oyl and the wine-house ; 
Thine are the present healing Icarefl, 
Blown from the tree of life to us 

By Bis hreath whom my dead heart heaves. 
Each page of Thine hath true life in't, 
And Ood'a bright miude esprest in print. 

Most modern hooka are biota on Thee, 

Their doctrine chaff and windy fits, 
Sarkcn'd along, as their Bciibes be, 

With thoae foul atonna, when they wore writ; 
While the man'a zeal lays out and blends 
Onely self- worship and solf-enda. 

Thou art the faithful, pearly rock 

The hive of beamy, living lights. 
Ever the same, who^ diffua'd stock 
Entire still, wears out blackest nights. 
Thy lines are rays the tmo Sua aheds ; 
Thy leaves are healing winga He spreads. 

For until Thou didat comfort me 

I had not one poor word to say : 
Thick busic clouds did multiply, 
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And said I waa no childe of day; 
They said, my own handa did remove 
That candle girea me from above. 

God ! I knuw and do confess 

'iiy sins are great and still prevail ; 
Uoat hcynous sins and numberless 1 
But Thy compaBsioas cannot fitil. 
If Thy sure mercies con be brokea. 
Then all is true atj foes have spoken. 

But while Time runs, and &fler it 

Eternity, which never ends, 
Quite through them both, still infinite. 
Thy covenant by Christ extends; 
No sins of frailty, nor of youth, 
Can foil his merits, and Thy truth. 

And this I hourly flnde, for Thou 

Dost still renew, and purge and heal : 
Thy care and love, which joyntly flow, 
Now cordiols, new cathartics deal. 
But wore I once cast off by Thee, 
1 know — my God ! — this would not be. 

■Wliereforo with tears — tears by Thee sent— 

I beg my faith may never fail ! 
And when in death my speech ia spent, 
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let tbat silence then prevail ! 
chase in that cold calm mj fot^s, 
And hear my heart's last ptirate throes ! 

So Thou Who didst the work begin 

— For I till drawn came not to Thee" — 
Wilt finish it, and by no sin 

"Will Thy free mercies hindred be. 
For which, God, I onely can 
Bless Thee, and blame unthankful man. 



THE DAT OF JUDGEMENT. 

^^ DAY of life, oflight, oflove! 

Mc l The onely day dealt from abore ! 

^aofi A day so fresh, so bright, so bravo, 
'Twill shew us each foi^tton grave. 
And make the dead, like flowers, arise 
Youthful and fair to see now sHcb. 
All other days, compared to thee, 
Are but Light's weak minoiity ; 
They are but veils, and cypres' drawn 
Like clouds, before thy glorious dawn. 

1 St. John, chap. e. VM. 4i, 66. V. 

■ Misprinted ' cypets ' : ftlteied by Mr. Lyt« to 'cyptiits' 

id so oontinoed. It is — cypreee, or cipraaa, crsqn-cnpe, 
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como ! arise ! shine ! do not stay. 

Dearly lov'd day ! 
The fields arc long Bince wbiUi, and I 
"With cnracat groana for freedom cry ; 
My follow creatures too say ' Come!' 
And stones, though speechles, are not dumh. 
When shall we hear that glorious voice 

Of life and joys ? 
That Toii:e, which to each secret bed 

Of my Lord's dead, 
Shall bring true day, and make dust see, 
The way to immortality ? 
When sh ill! those first white pilgrims rise, 
"WhoBO holy, happy histories 
— Because they sleep bo long — some men 
Count but the blots of a vain pen P 

Sear Lord 1 make haste ! 
Sin every day commits more waste; 
And Thy old enemy, which knows 
His time is short,' more ragiog grows. 
Nor moan I only— though pi-ofuse — 
The creature's bondage and abuse ; 

or gauze, as in Miltoh'i 

*' Sable stole of cj-pres-Iawn 
Over thy decent shoulders diaim ' 
(II PBneroeo). 6. 

< Rerektion xiL 12. O. 



Digiiizodb, Google 



8ILEZ ICIHTILLAITB. '. 

But what is highoet sin and shame, 
The vile despight done to Thy name j 
The forgeries, which impious wit 
And power force on Holy Writ, 
With all detestable dcsigtia, 
That m ly dishonor those pure lines. 
God ! though mercy be in Thee, 
The greatest attribute wc see, 
And the most needful for our sins ; 
Yet, when Thy mercy nothing wins 
But iiKci disdain, let no man say 
' Thy arm doth sleep " but write this day 
Thy judging one : dcscGud, descend! 
Uake oil things new, uud without end ! 



PSALM 65. 

^^lOK'S true, glorious Qod ! on Thee 
j^^rW Praise waits in all humility. 
^^B All fiesh shall unto Thee repair, 

To Thee, Thou that hearest prayer! 

But sinful words and works still spread 

And over-run my heart and head ; 

Trans^esaions make me foal each day ; 

1 laaiohlLS. Q. 
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purge them, purge tliem all away ! 

Happy is he, whom Thou wilt choose 

To seire Thee in Thy blessed house ; 

"Who in Thy holy Temple dwells, 

And fill'd with joy Thy goodness tells ! 

King of Salvation ! by strange things 

And terrible, Tby justice brings 

Kan to bis duty. Thou alone 

Art the world's hope, and but Thee, none. 

Sailors that flote on flowinK seas 

Stand Ann by Thee, and have sure peace. 

Then stiU'st the loud waves, when most wild. 

And mak'st the raging people mild. 

Thy arm did first tbe mountains lay, 

And girds their rocky beads this day. 

The most remote, who know not Thee, 

At Thy great works astonish'd be. 

Tbe outgoings of the even and dawn, 

In antiphones sing to Thy name : 

Thou visit'st the low Earth, and then 

Water'st it for the sons of men ; 

Tby upper river, which abounds 

With fertil streams, makes rich all grounds ; 

And by Thy mercies still supplied 

The sower doth his bread provide. 
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Thou wutcr'st every ridgu of land. 

And sc'ttlust wilh Thj- secret hand 

The furrows of it ; then Thy warm 

And opcniDg showers — restrain d from harm — 

Soften the mould, while all UDseon 

'J'he blade grows up alive and green. 

The year is wilh Tliy Koodness crown'd, 

And all Thy paths drop fatness round ; 

They drop upon the wilderness, 

For Thou dost even the desarts bless, 

And the' hills, full of springing pride, 

Wear fresh adornments on each side. 

The fruitful flocks fill every dale, 

And purling" corn doth eloath tho vale ; 

They shout for joy, and joyntly sing, 

' Glory to the oternal King ! ' 

' I huve vcDturcd to fill in 'tho' before 'hilla' oa 
lacking. Mr. IjyWt editor (ISfiSJ ettpplit-d ' that ' after 
■hills'. U. 

' The allusion ia to the wave-like motieo and peculiar 
niuiic of growing com, swept by a, broeje. In Todd'g 
Juhnson, one of the meanings given to ' purl' is 'to rise or 
appear in andulationfl ' quoting from Slmkespoare'b Lverett 
HOT. 

" From his Ups did fly 

Thin winding breath, which jiuWd up to the sky," 
On Ibe word see our Memorial-Introduction. O. 
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THE THEONK 

RbTZL. chap. 20. TBB. 11. 

SWaSEN with Aese eyes,- clos'd now by Thcc, 
IVVSI Bat then restor*)!, 

■HhI The great and whita throne I shall see 
Of my dread Lord ; 

And lowly kneeling — for the most 
Stiff, then must kneel, — 
Shall look on Him, at whose high cost 
— Unseen— such joys I feel. 

Whatever arguments or akill 

Wise heads shall use, 
Tears onely and my blushes atill 

I vill produce. 
And should those speechless beggers foil. 

Which oft have won. 
Then taught by Thee I will prevail. 
And say, ' Thy will be done ! ' 

DEATH. 
BHOTTOH since thy first sad entrance by 
Just Abel's blood, 
'Tis now six thousand years well nigh. 
And still thy sov'rointy holds good ; 
Yet by none art thou understood. 
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^Ve talk and Dame thee vilh much ease, 

Ab a tryod thing i 
And every one con slight his lease, 
As if it ended in a Spring, 
'Whicli shades and bowers doth rent-free bring. 

To thy dork land these heedless go: 

But there was One, 
Who search'd it quite through to and fro, 
And then, returning like the snn, 
IHseover'd all that there is done. 

And since His death we throughly sea 

All thy dark way ; 
Thy shades but thin and narrow be, 
Which His first looks will quickly fray : 
Mists make but triumphs for the day. 

As harmless violets, which give 
Their virtues hero 
For salves and syrups while they live, 
Do after calmly disappear. 
And neither grieve, repine, nor fear : 

So dye His servants ; and as sure 

Shall they revive. 
Then let not dust your eyes obscure. 
But lift tbem up, where still alive. 
Though fled from you, their spirits hive. 
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THE FEAST. 
»^rt C0»;£ away, 
ISkI Make no detuy, 
Bi^Sal Come while my heart is clean ai. 

steddy ! 
While faith and grace 
Adoro the place, 

Making dust and ashea ready ! 

No hliaa here lent 
la permanent. 

Such triuropha, poor fltah cannot merit ; 
Short aipa and sights 
Endear delights : 

Who seeks for more, he would inhorit. 

Come then, True Bread, 
Quickning the dead, 

Whoae eat«r shall not, cannot dye I 
Come, antedate, 
On me that state. 

Which brings poor duat the victory. 

I' victory. 

Which irem Thine eye 
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Breaks as the day dotli from the East ; 
"When the spilt dew 
Like tears doth shew 

The sad world wept to bo releast. 

Spring up, wine, 
And springing shine 

With some gUd message tnia His heart, 
"Who did, when slain. 
These means ordain 

For me to have in Him a part. 

Such a sure part 
Id His blest heart, 

The well where liviog waters spring. 
That with it fed, 
Poor duet, though dead, 

Shall rise again, and live, and sing. 

drink and bread, 
"Which strikes Death dead, 

The food of man's immortal being. ! 
Under veyb here 
Thou art my chear, 

Present aud sure without my seeing. 

How dost thou flyo 
And search and pry 
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Througli all my parts, and, like a quick 
And knowing lamp, 
Bnnt out each damp, 

Whose shadow makes me Bad or sick ! 

■ what high joys ! 
The turtle's voice 

And songs I hear! quickniDg showers 
Of my Lord's hlood, 
Ton make rocks bud, 

And crown dry hils with wells and flowers ! 

For this tme ease 
This healing peace. 

For this fore-taste' of living glory, 
Ky Boul and all, 
Eneel down and fall. 

And sing His sad victorious story ! 

thorny erown 
Hore soft then down ! 

painful Cross, my bed of rest ! 
epear, the key 

' Mr. Ljte'seditor (1868) fills in'brief'betora'tarte', 
A iFoid seenifl certainly lacking, but ' fore ' or * sweet ' 
were beUw than ' brief. I venture to introdncA 
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Opening the way ! 

Thy worst atate, my onelj- best ! 

Oh ! all Thy griefs 
Aie my reliefs, 

And all my sins Thy soirows were ! 
And what can I 
To this reply ? 

What— God !— but a silent tear f 

Some toil and bow 
That wealth may flow, 

And dress this Earth for next year's meat : 
But let me heed 
Why Thou didet bleed, 

And what in the neit world to eat. 

Retel, cHiP. 19. TEn. 9, 

Bhtttd art thsy ichieh an eaiUd unto tha mar- 

riagt Supper of the Zamh ! 



THE OBSEQUIES. 
SINCE dying for me, Thon didst crave no 



«al Then common pay, 
Some few true tears, and those shed for 
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With a chenp, piuin remembrance still 

Of Thy Bad dcuth. 
Because forgc'tfulnesa would kill 

Even life's own breath : 
I were moat foolish and uoktudo 

Should I not cvei' bear in minde, 
If not Thy mighty love, my own defenae. 
ThcTi'fui'G those loose delights and lusts, whi(;h here 
Jilcn call good chear, 

I will, close girt and tyod, 
For mourning sack-cloth wear, all mortified. 

Not hut that mourners too can have 

Bich weeds and shrouds ; 
For some woro white ev'a in Thy grave.' 
And Joy. like light, shines oft in clouds ; 
Hut Thou, Who didst man's whole life earn. 
Dost BO invite and woo me atill, 
That to be merry I want ekill, 

And time to learn. 
Besides those kerehictd' sometimes sbcd 

> Two angola inwhitc St John ix. 12. O. 

' Ths ullusion ih to the itrchrf of phiauiia, or em- 
lii'oiilsrcd cloth gireo by a lady to her kaight, which he 
vai bound to jilace on hia hslmct, and wear for her aaka. 
;See TiioMAa Waioiir's Proviaoial Diotiouary >.v.) G. 
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To make me brave, 
I cannot finde, but wbere Thy head 

Was oQce laid for me in Thy grave. 
Thy grave ! To which my thoughta shal mo^ 

Like bees in storms unto their hivo ; 
That from the murd'ring world's false love 

Thy death may keep my soul alive. 



THE WATER-FALL. 
eS^lTH what deep murmurs, through Time's 
RhmI silent stealth, 

■HHiyl Dost thy transparent, cool, and watry 
vrealth. 

Here flowing fall. 

And chide and call, 
As if his liquid, loose retinue staid 
Lingring, and were of this steep place afraid 

The common pass, 

As clear as glass, 

All must descend 

N^ot to an end. 
But quickned by this deep and rooky grave, 
Biso to a longer course more bright and brave. 

Dear stream ! dear bank ! where often I 
Have sate, and pleased my pensive eye ; 
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"Why, siDce each drop of thy quick store 
Runs thither where it flow'd before, 
Should poor souls fear a shade or uight, 
Who uime— sure -from a sea of light ? 
Or, faaco those drops are all sent back 
So sure to Thee that none doth lack. 
Why ahoald frail flesh doubt any more 
That what God tokos Hee'I not restore ? 

useful element and clear ! 
My sacred wash and cleanser here ; 
Uy first consigner unto those 
Fouotnius of life, whcie the Lamb goes ! 
What sublime truths and wholesome themes 
Lodge in thy mystical, deep streams ! 
Such as dull man can never finde, 
ITnlcss that Spiiit lead his minde, 
"Which first upon thy face did move 
And hatch'd dl with Hia quickning love. 
As this loud brook's incessant fall 
In streaming rings rest agnates all, 
Which reach by course the bank, and then 
Are no no more seen : just so pass men. 
my invisible estate, 
My glorious liberty, still late ' 
Thou art the channel my soul seeks, 
Not this with cataracts and creeks. 
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QUICKNESS. 



ALSE life 1 a foil and no more, when 
Wilt thou be gone ? 
Thou foul deception of all men, 
That would not have the true come on ! 

Tbouart a moon-like toil ; a blinde 

Solf-posing state ; 
A dark contest of waves and winde; 
A meer tempestuous debate. 

Life is a fiz'd, discerning light, 

A knowing joy ; 
No chance, or fit ; but ever bright, 
And calm, and full, yet doth not cloy. 

'lis such a blissful thing, that still 

Doth vivifie, 
And shine and smile, and hath the skill 
To please without eternity. 

Thou art a toylsom mole, or leas, 

A moving mist. 
Bnt life is, what none can express, 
A qnickness, which my God hath kiat. 
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THE WREATH. 

INCE I in storms txu'd most to be, 
And RC'lilom peldcd flovpTS, 
How shall I get a wnath for Thc€ 
Froru those ruJe, barren hours ? 
Th(! tuftcr drtssings of the Spring, 

Or Summer's later store, 
I will not fur Thy temples bring, 
WhiL'ti thorns, not rosea, wore. 

Rut a twiu'd wreath of griff aud praise, 
Pi'aisc soil'd with teal's, and tears again 
Shining with joy, like dewy days, 
Tills day I bring for all Thy paiu ; 
Thy cuusless pain ! aud, sad as death. 
Which sadness breeds in the most vaiu, 
— O not in vain — now beg Thy breath. 
Thy quickning breath, which gladly bears 
Through saddest clouita to that glad place. 
Where cloudless quires sing without tears, 
Sing Thy just praise, aud sec Thy face. 
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THE QUEEK.' 

) TELL me whciico that joy dot h spring, 
Whose ditt is divine and fair, 
Vhich wears heaven like a bridal ring, 
An'i tramples on doubta and despair? 

Who.io Eastern troffique deals in bright 

And bonndles empyrean themes, 
!Uountains of spiee, day-stars and light. 

Green trees of life, and living streams ? 

Tell me, tell, who did thee bring. 
And here without my knowledge plac'd; 

Till thoa didat grow and get a wing, 
A wing with eyes, and eyes that taste 7 

Sure, holyness, the magnet is. 

And love the lufe that woos thee down ; 
Which makes the high transcendent bliss 

Of knowing thee, so rarely known ! 

' In various countries we liave the proTiacialism 'to 
queer' = to puzzle or pose e.g. Scott, io the Heart of 
Slidlothion, oeci it in nn immortal paagage ; " Come sow 
Jcanie, ye arc but j"«riny u»" (c, mv.). This scemi to 
be tbe aubelaulivd foim = the puzzle. Q. 
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THE BOOK. 

3 TEEN AL God! Maker of aU 
That have liv'd here since the mcm's fall 
The Bock of Ages ! in whose shade 
They live unseen, when hero they fade ; 

Thou knew'st this papyr. when it was 
Meer seed, and after that hut grass ; 
Before 'twas drestor spun, aud when 

Made linen, who did wear it then : 

What were tbvir lifes, their thoughts and deeds, 

Whether good corn, or fruitless weeds. 

Thou knew'st this tree, when a green shade 
Cover'd it, since a cover' made, 
And where it flourish'd, grew, and spread, 
Ab if it never should be dead. 

Thou knew'st this hannlesss beast, when he 

Did live' and feed by Thy decree 

On each green thing ; then slept— wbU fed— 

Cloath'd with this skin, which now lies spred 

A covering o're this aged hook, 

Which makes me wisely weep, and look 

I Alluding to the mueiva wooden dde-oovan of old 
books. O. 
* misprinted ' lies '. Q 
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On my own dustj mcer (last it is, 

But not so diy und clean us this. 

Thou knew'at and sow'st them all, and though 

Now scattcr'd thus, dost know them so. 

knowing, glorious Spirit ! when 
Thou shalt restore treefi, beasts and men, 
When Thou shult make all new again. 
Destroying oncly death nnd pain, 
Give him amongst thy works a place, 
Who in them lov'd und sought Thy face ! 



TO THE HOLY BIBLE. 

^^ml BOOK ! Life's gJtd6 ! how shall we part ; 
Sffijl And thou so long seiz'd' of my heart? 
fn ^tB Take this last kiss ; and let me weep 
True thanks to thee before I sleep. 

Thou wert the first put in my hand, 
When yet I could not understand, 
And daily didst my yong eyes lead 
To letters, till I learnt to read. 
But as rash youths, when once grown strong, 
Flye from their nurses to the throng, 



' A legal term, as bofuic : = pnt ic 
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Where they new conBOrts choose, and stitk 

To those till either hurt or sick ; 

So with that ilrst light gain'd from thoe 

Ran I in chase of vanity, 

Ciyed dross for gold, and never thought 

My first cheap book' had all I sought. 

Long reiga'd this vogue* ; and thou cast by 

With meek, dumb looks didst woo mine eye, 

And oft left open, would' gt convey 

A sudden and most searching ray 

Into my soul, with whose quick touch 

Refining still, I strugled much. 

Ry this milde art of love at length 

Thou overcam'st my sinful strength, 

And having brought me home, did'st there 

Shew me that pearl I sought elsewhere 

Gladness, and peace, and hope, and love, 



' Query — by a simile ' my first cheap book ' or my 
first cheajj-lroolt = first book, and that of highest viiluo 
above all others, Cf (nccording Co Theobald's raadin<f of 
first-good) 

As first-good company, good wine, gnoii welcome, 
Can make good people." {Henry viii. i. i.) Q 
* Not probably in our aecontiary sonso of ' fuchion ' biit 

in the original one of 'course '. Cf. 'ran 1 in chase', 

above. G. 
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The secret favors of the Dove ; 

Her quickning kindness, smiles and kisses, 

Extilted pleasurcii, ci'owDing blisses, 

Fruition, union, glory, life. 

Thou didst load to, and still all strife. 

Living, thou wert my soul's sure ease 

And dying niak'st me go in peace : 

Thy nest efl'ccts no tongue can tell ; 

Farewel, book of God ! farcwel ! 

S. L»k«, ehap. 2. cer. 14. 
Glory to God in {h« hightH, and on earth pgaee, 
good will toteard* m6ti. 



L'ENVOY. 

sg^ THE new world's now-quickning Sun ! 

^ffll EviT the same, and never done ! 

^SS The seers of uhnse sacred light 
Shi^Il all be dnst in shining white. 
And made conformable to His 
Immortal shape, Who wrought their bliss ; 

Aiisu, arise! 
And like old deaths fold up. these skies. 
This long worn veyl : then shine and spread 
Thy own bright self over each head, 
And through Thy creatures pierce and pass, 
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Till all becomes Thy cloudless glass, 

TranspBTcat as the purest S&y 

And without blemish or decay, 

Fixt by Thy Spirit to a statu 

For CTcrmorc immaculate ; 

A state fit for the sight of Thy 

Immediate, pure, and unveil'd eye, 

A state agreeing with Thy mindo, 

A state Thy birth and death design'd : 

A state for which Thy creatures all 

Travel' and groan, and look and call. 

seeing Thou host paid out score, 

"Why should the curse reign any more ? 

But since Thy number is as yet 

TJnfinish'd, we shall gladly sit 

Till all be ready, that the train 

May fully fit Thy glorious reign. 

Onely let not our haters brag 

Thy BCflmlcss coat is grown a rag. 

Or that Thy truth was not here known, 

Because we forc'd Thy judgements down. 

Dry up their arms who vex Thy spoose, 

And take the glory oLThy house 

To deck their own j then give Thy saints, 

That faithful zeal, which neither fnints 
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Nor wildly bums, but meekly atill 
Dan-B owD the truth, aod show the ill. 
Frustrate those canceious, close arts, 
Whieh cause solution in all parts. 
And strike them dumb, who for meer words 
Wound Thy beloved more then swords. 
Dear Lord, do this ! and then let grace 
Deaeend, and hallow all the place ; 
Incline each hard heart to do good. 
And cement us with Thy Son's blood ; 
That like true sheep, all in one fold 
We may be fed, and one minde hold. 
Oife watchful spirits to our guides : 
For sin — like water — hourly glides 
By each man's door, and quickly will 
Turn in, if not obstructed still. 
Therefore write in their hearts Thy law, 
And lot these long, sharp judgements aw 
Their very thoughts, that by their clear 
And holy lives Mercy may here 
Sit regent jet, and blessings flow 
As fast as persecutions now. 
So shall we know in war and peace 
Thy servine to be our sole ease, 
With prostrate souls adoring Thee, 
Who tum'd our sad captivity ! 
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S. Clemens apud Basil : 
Zfj o Scot xai o Ki-piot 'l-^vovi Hpurrot, 
Kai TO llvcvfia td S-ymiv. 
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PART III. 



C^slja: ^eHttids! 
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As a fitting Bequel to 'Silex ScintUUnB ' I follow Mr. Lyte 
in gi'riag here the kindrod Poetry from a roloiae paliluh- 
ed in 1678, entitled 'ThaUa Rediviva: the Pasa-Times 
and Di»etBiong of a Countrey-Muw *. For the full title- 
page see in its place in Vol 1 1<^ ' Secular Poetry ' . As 
tbcTe stated, ow exemplar of ' Thalia Redivira ' -with 
which^wepiare been faTouied by the Bst. Thomu Coiver 
U.A.,^Stand Bectory, near Mancbeater, u believed to be 

wu'qut. Q. 
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TO HIS BOOKS. 

JIJRIGHT Looks ! Iho perspectives to oar 

wcuk sights : 
I The clear projections of dLiceniing lights. 
Bamiiig and shlQiDg thoughtR, man's pusthume 

day: 
The track of £od eonle, and their Milkie Way. 
The dead, alive and baste, the still Toice 
Of inlarg'd spirits, kiod Heav'ns white decoys. 
Who lives with you, lives like those knowing 



Which in commeFce with light, spend all their 

hours: 
Which shut to clouds, and shadows nicely shun, 
But with glad haste unveil to kiss the sun. 
Beneath yon, all is dark, and a dead night ; 
Which whoso lives in, wants both health and 
sight. 
By sucking you, the vise— like bees— do grow 
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Healing anil rich, though this they do most b\ow, 
Decause most choicel}* ; for oa great a etore 
Have we of books, as bees of herbs, or more : 
And the groat task, to try, then knonr, the good; 
To discern weeds, and judge of 'wholesome food, 
Is a rare, scant performance : for man dyes 
Oft e're 'tis done, while the bee feeds and flyes. 
But yoQ were all choice flow'ra, all set and drest 
By old sage florists, who well knew the beat : 
And 1 amidst you all am tarned a weed ! 
Not wanting knowledge, but for want of heed. 
Then thank thyself, wild fool, that would'st not 

be 
Content to know, —what was too much for thee ! 



LOOKING BACK. 

BAIR, shining mountains of ray pilgri- 
mage 

i And flowery vales, whos« flow'ra were 
stars ! 
The days and nights of my first happy age ; 

An age without distaato and warrs ! 
When I by thoughts ascend your sunny heads. 
And mind those sacred midnight lights 
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By which I walk'd, when curtain'd rooms ai 
beds 
Coofin'd 01 seal'd up others' sights : 

theo, how bright, 

And quick a light 
Doth brush my heart and scatter night ; 

Chasing that shade, 

Which my sins made, 
While I BO spring, as if I could not fade ! 
How brave a prospect is a bright backside !' 

Where flow'rs and palms refresh the eye ! 
And days well spent like the glad East abide, 

Whose morning-glories cannot dye ! 



THE SHOWER. 

jATERS above! eternal springs! 
The dew that silvers the Dove's wings ! 
welcom, welcom to the sad ! 
Give dry dust drink ; drink that makes glad ! 

' See Hemorial-IntTodactioD for notice and tllustratioiu 
of Uiis odd void, together with Mr. hyt^i extraordinary 
altemldoii of ttia text. Consnlt also Mr, W, Aldis Wright't 
Bible Word-Book, as before, iUsstntive of Exodus Itl. 1. 
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Uiiny fuir ev'aingH, iDanf flour's 

Swefitea'd with rich and gentle showers, 

Have I enjoy'd, and down have run 

ULaaj a fine and shining aun ; 

But never, tilt this hnppy hour, 

Was blest with such an evening- shower ? 



DISCIPLINE. 

1AIR Prince of Lifo ! Light's living well ! 
Who hast the keys of death and Hell ! 
If the mole' man despise Thy day, 
Put chains of dnrkness in his way. 
Teach him how deep, how Tarions are 
The counsels of Thy love and care. 

< Hisprinted'mulo'. The error detected and corrected 
for vm by my accomplishad friend Dr. Bringley Nicholaon 
— one of Diany hctpB from him. He writes aa follows: 
■* He baa before called man a ' mule' : but query, is it not 
here a misprint for 'raole'P I grouod Uiia not merely 
on (he line below, but because a 'mule' doe« not ' despiae 
the day, and a ]' mole ' does ; and because pnttinj; ■ chains 
of darkness' across a mole's track is an expression that 
can be understood, meaning' an obstruction that ha cannot 
get round bs he vould a stone, while the putting chaina 
of darkness before a mule is not to be understood." Cf. 
also the ' mole ' in the ' World ' stanza 2nd. O. 
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"^^'bec acts of grace and a long peace,* 
Bleed but rebellion, and displease, 
Then give him his own war and will, 
"Whei'e lawliss he may run, nntil 
His own choice hurts him, and the sting 
Of his foul sins full sorrows bring. 
If Hfiivcn and angils, hopes and mirth, 
PleaBO not the mole so much as earth : 
Give him his mine to dig, or dwell, 
And one sad stbcme of hideous Uoll. 



THE ECCUPSE. 
IftifcjiHITHEE, whither did'st thou fly! 
RVTSI When did I grieve Thine holy eye f 
EWiM When Thou did'st mourn to see mo lost, 

And all Thy care and counsels ciost. 

do not grieve, whem'er Thou art ! 

Thy grief is an undoing smai-t. 

Which doth not only paia, but break 

iij heart, and makes me blush to speak. 

Thy anger I could kisa, and will ; 

Bu^O-Thy giief, Thy grief, doth hill ! 

' A general rcmaTk hut an alluGion also to tbe long 
peace during the reigns of James I , and Charles 1., and 
what tbo Poet coctidered their acts of grace. G . 
* = What porticalar act F O. 
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AFFLICTION. 

|C03IE, and welcom! come, ruSno ! 
For moors, if wash'd by Theo, will ahiao 
Stan blossoms at Thy touch ; and he, 
When Thou drow'st blood is Thy rosc-ti'ee, 
Crosses make straight his crooked ways. 
And clouds but cool his dog-star days ; 
DtscnRcs too, when by Thee bL'st, 
Arc both rcsturutircs and rest. 

Flow'rs th;it in gunahinci;,' riot still, 
Dye scorth'd aud^plcss; though storms kill. 
The Fall' is fuir, pv'nto desire, 
Whrrc in their swiictucss all expire. 
U come, pour on ! what calmc can be 
So fair as storm^;, that appcuaij Thee ? 



KKTIREMENT. 

flEESH fields and woods ! the Earth's fair 
X fuce ! 

S God's footstool ! nnd man's dwelling 
place ! 

■ AutuRiQ, OS before oiplaincd. Q. 
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I ask not why the flrat beliover 

Did lore to be a country liver ?' 

Who to secure pious content 

Did pitch by groves and veils his tent ; 

"Where he might view his boundless skie, 

And all those glorious lights on high : 

"With flying meteoi's, mists, and ehow'rs : 

Subjected hills, trees, meads, and flow'i's : 

And ev'ry minute bless the Ein);, 

And wise Creatour of each thing, 

I ask not why he did remove 
To happy Mamre'a holy grOve, 
Leaving the cities of the plain 
To Lot and his succcr^lcss train 7 
All various lusts in cities still 
Are found ; they are the thrones of ill j 
The dismal sinks, where blood is Bpill'd, 
Cages with mucii uncleannoss filled : 
But rural shades are the sweet sense 
Of piety and inuoeence ; 
They are the meek's culm region, where 
Angels de&rend, and rule the sphere ; 
Where Heaven lies leiguer, and the Dovo 
Duety as dew cornea from above. 

' Abraham, the father ot the faithful. V. 
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If Eden be on Earth at all, 

'J ia that which we the country call. 



THE EEVIVAL. 
3NFOLD ! unfold ! Tate in His light, 
Who makes thy carea more shoit than 
night. 

The joys which with His day-atar rise 
He deals to all but drowsio eyea ; 
And, what the men of this world misa, 
Some drops and dews of future blisa. 

Hark ! how the winds have chang'd their note ! 
And with warm whispors call thee out ; 
The frosts ai'C past, the storms are gone, 
And backward life at last comes on. 
'Ihe lofty groves in express joyes 
Eeply unto the turtle's voice ; 
And here in dust and dirt, here 
The lilies of His love appear! 

THE DAY SPEING. 
E^bkI ARLY, while yet the dark waa gay 
IE slnl And gilt with stars, more trim than day, 
lEi^^JI Heavn'a Lily, and the Earth's chast 
Rose, 
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The green immortal BBANCH, arose ; 

And in a solitary place 

Bow'd to His Father His blesa'd face.' 

If this calm sGoson pleased my Prince, 
Whose fulness no need could flvince, 
Why should not I, poor silly shrcp, 
His hours, as well as practice, keep ? 
Not that His hand is tyed to thpse, 
From whom Time holds hi^ transient Ica^ ; 
But mornings, new creations are. 
When racn, all night sav'd by His care, 
Are still rcviv'd ; and well He may 
Kxpcct them grateful with the day. 
So for that first dniwght of His hand, 
Which finish'd hea^'n, and sea, and land, 
The sons of Qod their thanks did bring. 
And all the moming stars did sing.' 
Besides, as His part heretofore 
The firstlings were of all that bore : 
So now each dny from all He saves 
Their eouVa first thoughts and fruita Hu craves. 
This makes Him daily shod and shower 
His graces at this early hour ; 
Which both Hiscaro and kindness show, 
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Cheering the good, quickening the alow. 

Ab hol^ friendB mourn at delay, 

And think each minute an hour's stay, 

Bo His Divine and loving Dove 

With longing throws' doth heave and move, 

And Boare about us, while wo sleep : 

Sometimes quite through that lock doth peep, 

And shine, but always without fail 

Before the slow aun can unveile. 

In new compassions breaks, like light, 

And morning-looks, which scatter night. 

And wilt Thou let Thy creature be, 

Where Thou hast watch'd, asleep to Thee ? 

Why to nnwellcome loatU'd saiprises 

Do'st leave him, having left his vices F 

Since these, if suffer'd, may agtun 

Lead back the living to tho slain. 

change this Scourge ; or, if as yet 

Ifone lesB wiU my transgressions fit, 

Dissolve, dissolve ! Death cannot do 

What I would not submit unto. 
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THE RECOVEKT. 
I. 

IBHSHAIR vessel of our daily light, whose 

EskS And previous glories gild that blushing 

cloud ; 
■Whoso lively fires in quick projections glance 
From hill to hill, and by refracted chance 
£uniieh some neighbour- rock, or tree, and then 
Fly oS in coy and vriugM flames agen : 
If thou this day 
Hold on thy way. 
Know, I have got a greater light thnn thine ; 
A light, whose shade and back-parts tbeo outshine. 
Then get thee down ! then get thee down ! 
I have a Sun now «f my own. 

11. 
Those nice livers, who without thy rays' 
Stirr not abroad, those may thy lustre praise ; 
And wanting light— light, which no wants doth 

To thee— weak shiner!— like blind Forsians bow : 
But where that Sun, which tramples on thy head, 
From His own bright eternal eye dosh shed 
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Rise ? — should iill fall, we cannot bo 
In more tstremeties than He, 
Great type of passionB ! Come what will, 
Thy grief exceeds all copies atill. 
Thou cam'st from heav'n to Earth, that we 
Might go from Earth to heay'n with Thee : 
And though Thou found'st no welcome here, 
Thou didst provide ua mansions there. 
A stable was Thy Court, and when 
Men turned to beasts, beasts would be men : 
They were Thy courtiers ; others none ; 
And their poor manger was Thy throne. 
Ko s\rudling silka Thj- limbs did fold, 
Though Thou couldst turu Thy rag-i to gold. 
Ko rockers' waited on Thy birth, 
" No cradles stirr'd, nor songs of mirth ; 
But her chaste lap and sanrcd broat, 
■Which lodg'd Thee flret, did give Thee ix-st. 

But stay : what light is that dotli stream 
And drop hero in a gilded beam P 
It is Thy star runs page, and brings 
Thy tributary Eastern kings. 
Lord 1 grant some light to us, that we 
May find with them the way to Thee ! 
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Behold what mists ecKpse the day : 
How dark it ie ! Shed down one my, 
Ti) guide ns out of tUia dark night, 
■ And say once more, " Let there be light !" 



THE TRUE CHRISTMAS. 

10, stick up ivie and the bays, 
And then restore the heathen ways. 
Green will remind you of the Spring, 
Though this greatday denies the thing ; 
And mortifies the Earth, and all 
But your wild revels, and loose Hall. 
Could you wear fiow'rs, and roses strow 
Blushing upon your breast's warm snow, 
lliat very dress your lightness will 
Rebuke, and wither at the ill. 
The brightness of this day we owe 
Not unto musick, masque, nor ahowe, 
If or gallant furniture, nor plate. 
But to the manger's mean estate. 
Hia life while hei'e, as well as birth, 
"Was but a chock to pomp and mirth ; 
And all man's greatness you may sco 
Condemned by His humility. 
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Then leave yoor open house and noise, 
To welcome Him with holy joys, 
And the ptoor shopherds' watehfulnesH, 
"ttliom light and hyrana from hoar'n did bless. 
What you abound with, cast abroad 
To those that want, and ease your loado. 
Who empties thus, will bring more in ; 
But riot is both loss and sin. 
Dress finely what comes not in sight,' 
And then you keep your Chriatmas right. 



THE REQUEST. 

1TH0TJ who did'st deny to me 
This world's ador'd felicity. 
And ev'ry big imperious lust, 
Which fools admire in sinful dust, 
With those fine subtile twists, that tye 
Their bundles of foul gallantry, — 
Keep still my weak eyes from the shino 
Of these gay things which ore not Thine ! 
And shut my cars againt the noise 
Of wicked, though applauded, jays. 
For Thou in any land hast store 

1 = tho iouL Q- 



Digiiizodb, Google 



312 THiui RepiviTA. 

Of shades and eoverta for Thy poor ; 

"WherG from the basic dust and heat, 

Ah well as storms, they may retreat. 

A rouk or bush are downy beds, 

"When Thou art there, ci-owning their heads 

"With secret blessings, or a tire' 

Uade of the Comfoiter's live-fire. 

And when Thy goodness in the dress 

Of anger, will not seem to bless, 

Tet dost Xhou give them Thy rich rain, 

^hii^ as it drops, clears all again. 

what kind visits daily pass 
'Twixt Thy great Self and such poor grass ! 
With what sweet looks doth Thy love shine 
On those low violets of Thine, 
"While the tall tulip is accurst. 
And crowns imperial' dye with thirst. 
give me still those secret meals, 
Those rare repasts which Thy love deals ! 
Give me that joy, which none can grieve. 
And which in all griefs doth relieve. 
This is the portion Thy child begs ; 
Not that of mst, and rags, and dregs.' 

' = tiara, as before. G. 

* The flower so named. C. 

* There follow here these thro« I^tin poems: (I] Jor- 
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^^^BAN uny leU mc wliut it is ? Can you 
ff^wl ''^'"''' ^'^"^^ >'""'' ('"'cglits into u clue, 
WS \ 1 -4 11 To guitie out others, while yoiirsilve 
stiiy in, 
And hug thL- sin ? 
I, wlio so long huvc in it liv'il, 

That, if I might. 
In truth I would not be H'ptii-v'il : 
irave neither sight 
Nor scnao that knows 
These L'Lbs and flows : 
But aineo of all, all may be said, 
And likclincs doth but upbruid 
And mock the Truth, which still is lost 
In fine conceits, like streams in a sliui-p frost ; 
I will not strive, nor the rule break. 
Which doth give loosora leave to speak. 
Then false und foul world, and unknown 
Ev'n to thy own : 



danis: (2) Scrvilii Fatum. aivo Vindiota divino; (3) Do 
Salmone. See tho two former in the origjaol and our 
tnuwlation la Folia SiItuIbb, or part IV. of tho Sacrt'd 
Poetry in the pieacnt volume : and the third in tliu Si'CU- 
larPortry in Vol, II. 0. 
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Here I}rcDounce thee, and resign 
"What«vcr,thoQ can'at nay ia thine. 

Thou art not Truth ! for he that tries 
Shall find theo all deceit and lyes. 
Thou art not Friendship ! for in thee 
'Tis but the halt of poHey ; 
Which like a viper lodg'd in flow're, 
Its Tcnom through that sweetness pours ; 
And when not so, then always 'tis 
A fadeiug paint, the short-liv'd bliss 
Of air and humour ; out and in, 
Like colonrs iu a dolphin's skin : 
But must not live beyond one day, 
Or for convenience ; then away. 
Thou art no t Bichcs ! for that trash. 
Which one ago hoords, the next doth wash, 
And BO severely sweep away. 
That few remember where it lay. 
So mpid streams the wealthy laud 
About them have at their command ; 
And shifting chauuels here restore. 
There break down, what they bank'd before. 
Thou art not Honour! for those gay 
Feathers will wear and drop away ( 
And princes to some upstart line 
Give new ones, that are full as fine. 
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Thou art not Plensure ! for thy rosu 
Upon n thorn doth sliit repose ; 
"Which, if not cropt, will qiiitkly shcil, 
IJut soon as cropt, grows dull und dvad. 

Thou art the sand, which fills one glass, 
And then doth to another pass ; ■ 
And could I put thoc to a stAj-, 
Tbou art but dust ! Then tjo ihj- way, 
And leave me clean and bright, though poor ; 
yffho etups thee doth but dawb his floor; 
And, Bwallon-Iike, when be hath done, 
To unknown dwellings must be gone ! 

Welcome, pure thoughta, and peaceful hours 
Enrich'd with sunshine and with show'rs ; 
Welcome fair hopea, and holy taips. 
The not to be rtpcnted shares 
Of Time and business : the bUro rode 
Unto my last and loved abode ! 
supreme Bliss : 
The Circle, Center and Abyss 
Of blessings, never let me miss 
Nor Itare that path, which leads to Thee, 
Who art alone all things to rae ! 
I hear, I Bee^ all the long day 



> Sand or hour-glass. Q. 
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The noise nnd pomp of tho " broad way." 

I note their course' and proud approaches. 

Their silks, perfumes, and glitteriag coaches. 

But in the " narrow way "to Thee 

I ohserre 6nly poverty, 

And despis'd things ; and all along 

The ngged, mean, and humble throng 

Are still on foot ; and aa they go 

They sigh, and say, their Lord went bo. 

Give me my staff then, as it stood 
■\Vhen green and growing in the wood, 
— Those stones, which for the altar serv'd, 
Uight not be smooth'd, nor finely carr'd : — 
With this poor stick I'le pasa the foord, 
As Jacob did ; and Thy dear word, 
As Thou hast dress'd it, not as wltt 
And depray'd tastes have poyson'd it, 
Shall in tho passage be my meat. 
And none else, will Thy servant eat. 
Thus, thus, and in no other sort, 
Will I set forth, though laughed at for't ; 
And leaving the wise vorld their way, 
Go through, though judg'd to go astray. 
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THE BEE. 
[c^^|ROM fruitful beds and flow'ry borders, 
n n9^ Parccll'd to -wasteful ranks and orders : 
I^.IBmI ^y )^gj.Q gt;nf;g gntsps 111016 than plain Truth 
needs, 
And wholesome herbs are atarv'd by weeds ; 
To the wild woods I will be gone, 
And the course meals of great Saint John.' 

When truth and piety are mist 
Both in the rulers and the priest ; 
When pity is not cold, but dead, 
And the rich eat the poor like bread ;' 
While factious beads with open coilc 
And force, first make, then share, the spoile ; 
To Horeb then Elios goes, 
And in the dcsart gro-ws the rose. 

Eaile christal fountaines and fresh shades, 

Where no proud look invades, 
No busie worldling hunts away 
The sad retirer all the day : 
Haile, happy, harmless solitude ! 
Our sanctuary from the rude 
And scornful world ; the calm recess 

i. *. a. 
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Of faith, 'and hope, aod holiness 
Here something stil like Edun IooVb j 
Hony in wooda, jutips in brooks : 
And flow'rs, whoie rich, unrifled sweets 
With a chast kiss the cool dew greets, 
"When the toyls of the day are done, 
And the tir'd world sots with the sun. 
Hero flying winds, and flowing wells. 
Are the wise, watchful hermit's bells ; 
Their busie murmurs all the night 
To praise or prayer do invit«. 
And with un awful sound arrest, 
And piously employ his breast. 

AVheu in the East the dawn doth blush, 
Here cool, fresh spirits the air brush ; 
Herbs qlrait get up, flow'rs peep and spread. 
Trees whisper praise, and bow the head : 
Birds, from the shades of night releast 
Look round about, then quit the neast^ 
And with united gladness sing 
The glory of the morning's King. 
The hermit hears, and with meek voice 
Offers his own up, and their joys : 
Then prays, that all the world may bo 
Blest with as sweet an unity. 
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If sadden HtormB the day inrade, 
They flock about him to the shade : 
Where wisely they expect the end, 
Giving the tempest time to spend ; 
And hard by shelters on some bough 
Hilarion'a servant, the sage crow.' 

purer years of light and grace ! 
The difPrence is great as the space 
'Twiit you and us, who blindly run 
After false-fires, and leave the sun. 
Is not fair Ifature of herself 
Uueh richer than dull paint or pelf ? 
And are not streams at the spring-head 
More sweet than in carv'd stone or lead ? 
But fimcy and some artist's tools 
Frame a religion for fools. 

The truth, which once was plainly taught, 

' A pusllel passage in the " Mount of OlivM " shedi 
light OD this ohscare line : " I do not BO much admire 
Apitios, his feasts and Cleopatra's hanqnett of diasolTed 
pearlee, as I do the ruTen of Elias and Milarioa'i n-mp." 
(Han in Darlmesa or a Discoone of Death in Uoont 
of Olive* (in our YoL llld.) ; and sea indei of names 
ander Hllarion. Oar Worth; rcfera to some legend of 
St. Hilurion not found in Jerome's" Life" of him, 
wherein a crow figured. 0. 
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With thorns ond briars now is frauglit. 
Some part is by bold fables spotted, 
Some by stxooge comments wildly blotted; 
And Discord— old Corruption's crest — 
^^'ith blood and blame hath stain'd the rest. 
So snow, which in its first descents 
A whiteness, like pure Heav'n, presents, 
"When touched by man is quickly soil'd. 
And after, tiXKlden down and spoil'd. 

lead me, where I may bo free 
In truth and spirit to serve Thee t 
Where undisturb'd I may converse 
"With Thy great Self ; and there rehearse 
Thy gifts with thanks ; and from Thy store, 
■\Vho art all blessings, beg no more. 
Give me the wisdom of the bee. 
And her unwearied industry ! 
That from the wild gourds of these days, 
I may extract health, and Thy praise, 
Who ennat turn darkness into light. 
And in my weakness shew Thy might. 

Suffer me not in any want 
To stek lefi esliment ii'Om a plant 
Thou did'st not set ; since all must be 
I'luek'd up, whose growth is not from Thee, 
'Tis not the garden, and the bowrs, 
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Nor iieDBe and forms, that giro to flow'ts 

Their wholaomnoas ; but Thy good will, 
Which truth and pureness purchase still. 

Then since corrupt man hath driv'n hence 
The kind and saving influence, 
And balm is no more to be had 
In all the cousts of Qilead ; 
Go with me to the shade and cell, 
^'here Thy best servants once did dwell. 
There let mo know Thy will, and see 
Exil'd Bcligioa owo'd by Thee; 
For Thou caa'st turn dark grots to halls. 
And make hills blossomo like the vales ; 
Decking their untili'd beads with flow'rs, 
And fresh delights for all sad hours ; 
Til) fiom them, like a laden bee, 
I may flye homo, and hive with Thee ! 



TO CHRISTIAN EELIGION. 

|H>^aAUEWEL thou true and tried refection 
K ^3m ^f l^ho slill poor, and meek election : 
ffi'^ffifi Farcwcl, soul's joy, the quickning health 

Of epirits, and their surest wealth ! 

Farewcl, my morning-star, the bright 
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And dawning looks of the Tnie Light ! 

blessed Sfainor, tell me whither 

Thou wilt' be gone, when night comes hither ! 

A Seer that observ'd thee in 

Thy course, and watch'd the growth of sin, 

Hath giv'n his judgment, and foretold, 

That Westward hence thy course will hold ; 

And when the day with us is done, 

There fix, aad shine a glorious sun.' 

hated shades and darkness ! when 

Tou have got here the sway agen. 

And like unwholsome fogs withstood 

The light], and blasted all that's good, 

Who shall the happy shepherds be, 

To watch the next nativity 

Of truth and brightness, and make way 

For the returning, rising day F 

what year will bring back our bliM f 

Or who shall lire, when Ood doth this ? 

Thou Bock of Ages ! and the Seat 

Of all, that for Thee are opprest ! 
Send down the Spirit of Thy truth, 



' Miiprmted ■wiir. G. 

* Gbokob Hibbcbt. S«e our Eumy in Volune lid. 

for the poem. 0. 
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That Spirit, wtieh the tender youth. 

And first girowtha of Thy Spouse did spread 

Through all' the world, from one small head ! 

Then if to blood we must resist, 

Let Thy mild Dove, and our High-Priest, 

Help us, when man proves &lse, or frowns. 

To bear the Cross, and save our crowns. 

honour those that honour Theo ! 

Uake babes to still the enemy ! 

And teach an infant of few days 

To perfect by his death Thy praise ! 

Let none defile what Thou didst wed, 

Nor tear the garland from her head ! 

Jiut chaste and chearful let her dye, 

And pretiona in the Bridegroom's eye ! 

So to Thy gloiy and her praise, 

These laet shall be her brightest dayes.' 

EeTBL[aTIOH] CHAf. LAST, TKR, 17. 

" Th« Spirit and th» BridtiM/ Comi." 

■ InMT.L;t«'BeditioD(lS4T)uidintherep>intof IS68, 
there follows hers, "UaplmiB, an elegiioEclogns" : hut 
it finik more fltting pities amoog the Secular Po«ma 
in Vol. lid., whither accot^ngly wereferthe Beadar. 0. 
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1660—1678. 
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IhaTflbronglit together nnder the title ' FoUa SilttUit ', 
a namber of mattered poema b; Vadobak, hitherto iuod- 
ited and uncollected. The Bomce of each is given in 
relative foot-notea. I have followed chnmological oidei 
ia ariangiDg the succeniTe pieces, and the pagination 
from first to last, of the MTeral Tolnmea whence they a» 
Iftkeil. In Tol. Ud. in like manner, will be found aecolar 
minor poems placed nsdor the heading of ' Anrea Grana. ' 
In OUT Tranalations &om TAOaiiAK'e I^tin — three in num- 
ber in the present volums, and none of whi ch has been 
before tran«lated,^we have tried to be close to the thought 
lalher than to give a hold litcralitf. I have light 
heartily to acknowledge most willing, helpiitl and modest 
cooperation herein, and elsewhere, from my excellent 
friend the Bev. J. H. Clabx, U. A , of West Dereham, 
Norfolk. G. 
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I. LATIN 8ACEED POEMS, WITH 
TRANSLATIONS. 

AN EMBLEM OF THE AUTHOR (CON- 
CERNING HIMSELF)." 

|liiUVI|ORD ! Thou hast sought me I must own 

K R»jl Full oft by gentleness alona ; 

iSl^isJ Full oft Thy yoIfc without reply 
—Like a soft whisper breathing byo — 
Has striv'n to win my heart to Thee 
Into Thy ' glorious liberty ' : 
Still deaf and dumb as flint, to all, 
Vainly Thou didst upon me call ; 
But such Thy love where it is set 
Thou patient One, lear'at me not yet; 
Resisted, Thou another way 
Sost take with me, and dost essay. 
Since all the arts of love are vain, 
My stabbom force by force to gain ; 

' See the original Latin of the ' Emblem ', page 8 enU, 
and in large paper and quarto editjons, teprodoction of 

the engraved (flrat) title-page ef Siles Scintillans, con- 
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And so ThoQ dravoat etUl more nigh 

And breakeBt in Thy mastery 

My rocky breuet, till Thou canst own 

As flesh what was but late a stone. 

Behold Thy victim Lord ! and see 

These sparks that flash to heav'n and Thee ! 

These cheeks bedew'd with tears, that pour 

From adamant — as Thou of yore. 

From flinty rocks full floods didst send. 

Loving Thy people to the end. 

wondrous is Thy hand : for dead 

1 live again, astonished. 

And mid the wreck of worldly store 
Am wealthier than I was poor. 



jorda:ni3. 

Quid celebras auratam nndam, et combusta 
pyropis 

Flumiua, vel medio quce serit nthia salo ? 
sternum refluis si pemoctaret in nndis 

Phoebus, et incertam eydera suda Tethyn 
8i oolerent, tants gemmse ! nil ctemla libiem : 

tiorderet rubro in littore dlvea Eos. 
Pactoli mea lympha macras ditabit arenas, . 

Atque universum gntta minuta Tagom. 
cborum caput ! cincinnos nnda beatoa 
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LiliatiB I Domini balnea saacta met 1 
Quod fortunatum voluit spectare canalem. 

Hoc erat in laudes area parva taas. 
Jordauis in medio perfusna fluminc lav t, 

Sivinoquo tnas ore bcarit aquas. 
Ah ! Solyma infeeliz riiHs obsessa' prophanis ! 

Amisit geuinni porta £ethesda auum. 
Hie Orientia aquas cuirunt, etapostota Parphar, 

Atque Abana immundo tumidus amiie fluit. 
Ethuica te totam cum. fedavere amue flucuta, 

Uassit Christicola Jordanis uoas aqaa.' 



OF JORDiN : TRAH8LATI0N. 

"Wby aing of waves with gold and gema a-glow ? 
Or Btreams, aby-fed, that in mid-ocean flow ? ' 
Shotdd Fhcebus in the ebbing aea aye aleep 
And the clear stars o'er cbangeM Tethys keep, 
8till with ber tarryiDg— what gems wore there, 
Flaming with splendors manifold as rare ! 
fiy all their splendors I would set light store, 
Nor heed tho' either Ind pnrpled the shore : 
My wave would meagre make Paotolus' atream 
And Tagua lar-renown'd, with one drop'a gleam. 

' Misprinted 'obeaaa'. Q. 
• Sm pages 312-13 DH^, 0. 



Digitized by Google _ 



mo FOLIA 6ILVCLX. 

precious fount ! blessed waters pout'd 

O'er those rich-locks ! Bath hallow'd by my Lorl t 

That Ho fair stream should seek to sec thy tide. 

Is only half thy praise : it is thy pride 

That 'mid thy waves He stood, that they might be 

Beatified by His divinity ! 

Lorn Solyma, by pagan waves oer-ran ! 

The angel from fiethcsda's porch is gone : 

Hero flow the East's black waters, Pfaarpar's 

brood 
Apostate, Abana's defiling food : 
Since o'er thee swept the deluge of thy foes, 
Only in_Christian water Jordan flows. 



SERTILII FATUM, SIVE VINDICTA 
DIVINA. 

Et sic in cythara, sic in dulccdine vitse 

Et'facti et luctus regnat amnrities. 
Quain subito in &stum extensos atqae esseda' Tultus 

Ultiici oppressit vilis arena sinu ! 
Si viole, Bpiraasque crocus : si lilium aetvov 

Hon nisi JQstorum nascitur e cinere : 
Spinamm, tribulique atque infcelicis avenn 

Quantns in hoe tamulo et qualis acervus erit t 

' Uisprinted 'sMeni'. 0. 
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Bii Bupori ! dumnosa piis sub sydrra longum 
UansuriB stabilcm conciliuti; fidttni ! 

iijic olimin caelum post nimbos ctanua ibunt, 
Supremo ocidui tot Telut astm diu. 

Uuippo ruunthorffi, qualisqae in coi'poro visit, 
Tnlis it in tcnebroa bis tnorituius homo.' 



THK DOOM OF SERVILIUS OR THE 

DIVINE MANUSIISSION-ROD.» 
E'EN thus comes discord from the cithern's 

Btriugs, 
And thus in Lifo's cup. Grief Ita bitter flings : 
O'er all the sturn Fact roles, all, Sorroir stings. 

How soon the rile earth on that haughty crest 
Lies with the weight of its avenging breast '. 

If pansies, lilies, springing crocus blow. 
Only when just men's ashes sleep below, 

> S«ep313aiif(. O. 

* Prubably Q. Serriliu*, pro-cotuul, who wu alaia bj 
the inbabitante of Atcnlum on tlio breaking oat of tho 
Booal War in B, a 90, (AppUn, B, C. i, 3B : Lity, 
^l. 7! : Veil. Pat ii. IS]. Query-ii the nsme k ma&k, 
n«t new to be rMsed, for some conlemponzj of the 
Port's F G. 
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What thonu and foulest tares the Fates most 

doom 
To heap their tangled rankness oa this tomb ! 

Te heaTeoly Fowen, grant faith senne and etrong, 
To piouB souls Thom Eril bli^ts so long, 
That, star-like, bri^ter vhen the clouds an 

pass'd 
They set in Life's oalm eren-tide at last I 

Time i^teeds ; and aa he lived beneath the sky, 
Such to tlie shodea goes he who twice must die. 



II. TEAIfSLATIONS &c., FROM' HOTTirr 
OF 0LITE8." 

1. THE LORD'S BUPPBE. 

what pure tiiinga, most pure, must those hands 
' be 

which bring my God to me.* 



1 8m ToL III, for ' Uonnt of OliTes ' 
* Kot. 1 sad 3, sppsnntif oiigiiiaL < 
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2. MAN IN DARKNESS OK A DISCOTJfiSE 

OF DEATH. 
Deaw near, fond man, and dreBse thee by this 

glaaae 
Mark bow thy bravery and big looks must passe 
Into corruption, rottennesse and dust ; 
The fraile supporters which betray'd thy trust. 
weigh in time thy last and loathsome state ! 
To pnrchase heav'n for tears ia no hard rate. 
Our glory, greatnesse, wisdome, all we have, 
If misimploy'd, but add hell to the grave : 
Onely a faire redemption of evill times 
Finds life in death, and bnryes all our crimes. 



3. HADRIAN'S ADDRESS TO HIS 

SOTTL. 
Ht soul, my pleasant soul, and witty, 
The guest and consort of my body. 
Into what place now all alone 
Naked and sad wilt thou be gone ? 
No mirth, no wit, as heretofore, 
Nor jests wilt then afford me more.' 



I The original Latin is gireu iii the Hoont of OliTee : 
n Index of Nsmes nnder ' Hadrian .' Q. 
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4. MAN'S TRANSITORINESS COMPARED 

WITH NATURE. 
What U't to me that spacious riTers run 
Whole ages, and their streams are never done? 
Those still remoin : but all my fathers di'tl, 
And I myself hut for few days abide.' 



S. THE LONG SLEEP. 

In March birds couple, a now birth 

Of herbs and flowers breaks through the earth ; 

But in the grave none stirs his head : 

Long is the impns'meat of the dead.* 



6. EPICTTREANISM (JUVENAL). 
These are that do believe all things succeed 
By chance or fortune : and that nought's decreed 
By a divine, vise Will ; but blindly call 
Old Time and Nature, rulers over all. 



< Th« original LstiD is given in tbesBme: soe Index of 
Things under ' Nature.' 0. 

■ The original Welsh in the same : eec Index of Thing* 
under ' Sleep.' Q. 
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7. LOST ETERNITY.' 
Fkom the first hour the heavens were mode 
Unto the last, trhen all shall &de, 
Count— if thou caDs't— the drops of dev, 
The stars of heav'ii and streams that flow ; 
The. foiling snow, the dropping sfaowres, 
And in the moneth of Hay, the fiowrea, 
Their scnts' and colours, and what store 
Of gi-apes and apples Autumne bore ; 
How many grains the Summer beares 
What leaves the wind in Winter teara ; 
Count all the creatures in the world. 
The motea which in the air are hurl'd, 
The bairee of beasts and mankind, and 
Tlie shore's innumerable sand. 
The blades of grasse, and to these last 
Adde all the yeers which now are past, 
With those whose course is yet to come, 
And all their minutes in one summe. 
When all is done, the damned's state 
Out-nms them still, and knows no date. 



' The original Latin of Noa. 6 and 7 is given in tha 
Mount of OUves. See Index of Names noder Jarenal 
and of Thinga under ' Eternity '. O. 
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8. 'HOLY' ANSELM.' 
Hese holy Anoelme lives in ey'iy page, 
And aits arch-bishop still, to vex the &ge- 
Had ho foreaeon — and who knows but he did ? — 
Thia fatal wrack, which deep ii time lay hid, 
'Tia but just to believe, that little hand 
'Which clouded him, but now beuighta onr I.and, 
Had never — like Elias — driv'n him hence, 
A sod retirer for a slight offence. 
For were he now, like the returning year, 
Bestor'd, to view these desolations here, 
He would do penanee for his old complaint, 
And — weeping — say, That Bufus was a saint. 



III. TRANSLATIONS FROM "FLOEES 
B0LITUDINI8." (1654).' 

1. REMONSTEANCE— ATJSONIUS TO 
PAULINTTS ON BECOMENG A MONK. 
SwsRT Paulinus, is thy nature tum'd ? 

' From "Primitive Eolineu set forth in tlie Life of 
FsulinuB" pp. S2'8e. Q. 

' Linea £-3, in Slount of OHtw sie mi^laMd after 
ingteod of before lines 7-6. The Editor of Mr. Ljto'a Silex 
Scintillftna (18G8) silently makeithe correction. Like 1 
and 3. this seems h) be original. 0. 

* The original Latin vhererer given will be fonnd 
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Have I so long in vaine, thy absence moum'd ? 
AVilt ttiou, my gloiy, and great Rome's delight, 
The Senate's prop, tbeir oracle, and lig^t, 
In Bilbilis and Calagunis dwel, 
Changing thy ivorie-chair for a dark cell? 
Wilt bury there thy purple, and contemn 
All the great hononrs of thy noble stem 7 

To this Boman magick, and most pernicious 
elegancy, Pauliaus replyed with a certain and 
serene simplicity, which proved so piercing, and 
powerful, that he was never after troubled with 
the poetry of Ausouius. 



2. REPLY OF PAULINUS TO 
ATJSOiaUS. 
Sh«ix I beleeve you can make me return, 
Who pour your fruitless prayers when you mourn. 
Not to your Maker Who can hear you cry, 
But to the fabled nymphs of Castalie ? 
You never shall by such false gods bring me 
Either to Borne, or to your company. 
As for those former things you once did know, 

in tile places in Tol. IT. See Index ondei Aiuoniiu, 
Fanlinna : and the sefeial headioga of the TeiMS. 6. 



Digiiizodb, Google 



S38 FOLIA BILVDLJC. 

And vliich you still call miQe, I freely now 

Confesse, I am not he, vhom you knew thea ; 

I have dyed since, and hare been borne agen. 

Nor dare I tbink my sage instructor can 

Believe it errour, for redeemed man 

To serve bis great Bcdeemer. I grieve not 

But glory so to erre. Let the wiae knot 

Of worldlingi call me fool ; I sligbt their noise, 

And beare my Ood approving of my choice. 

Man is bat gloss, a building of no trust, 

A mo^'ing shade, and, without Christ, meerduat : 

His choice in life concems the chooser much : 

For when he dyes, his good or ill— just such 

As here it was — goes with him hence, and staies 

Still by him, his strict judge in the last dayes. 

These serious thoughts take up my soul, and I 

While yot 'tis day -light, fix my busie eye 

Upon His sacred rules, life's precious sun 

Who in the twilight of the world shall come 

To judge the lofty looks, and shew mankind 

The diS'rence 'twixt the ill and well inclin'd. 

This second coming of the World's great King 

Makes my heart tremble, and doth timely bring 

A saving care into my watchfull soul 

Lest in that day all vitiated and foul 

I should be found : That day, Time's utmost line* 

When all shall perish but That ia divine : 
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'^'hon tho great trumpet's mighty blast shall shake 
The Earth's foaudations, till tho hard rooks quake 
And melt like piles of shot, when lightnings more 
Like hail, and the white thrones are set above : 
That day, when sent in glory by the Father, 
The Prince of Life His blest elect shall gather ; 
Uilllons of angels round about Him flying, 
"While all the kindreds of the Earth are crying, 
And He enthron'd upon the clouds shall give 
His last just sentence, who mast die, who livo. 

This is the fear, this is the saving care 
That makes me leave false honours, and Uiat share 
Which fell to mce of this fraile world, lest by 
A frequent use of present ploasorcs, I 
Should quite fot^et the future, and let in 
Foul atheism, or some presumptuous sin. 
Now by their loss I have secur'd my life. 
And bought my peace ev'n with the cause of stiife. 
I live to Him Who gave me life and breath, 
And without feare expect the houre of death. 
If you like this, bid joy to my rich state 
If not, leave me to Christ at any rate. 
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3. TWO SAINTS : AFTER PAULISUS.' 

SEVERUS, in anothor of his epistles to P4Ul- 
jNcs, eornuatly intreated him t« euffer his picture 
to be taken by a llmoer which he had sent to him 
for that pui-poae, that he mif^ht have it to set up, 
together with the picture of St. Maktik, before 
that sacri'd font in a fair church vhich Severus 
was then in building. Thia friendly motion 
Paulinus was very much offended with, and would 
fay no means consent unto, t(.'Iing Scverus that 
' too much loTO had made him mad ' ; and in his 
8th cpbtlc, reasoning with htm about this request, 
'AVhat kind of picture, ' aaith he, 'would you 
have from me ? the picture of the earthly or the 
heavenly man ? I know you love only that in a 
corruptible image, which the King of Hcaren 
doth love in you. I am ashamed to picture what 
I am not. ' But Severus resolving to force it 
from him, would not be satisfied with any other 
Ti'tui'nc; wberupon he scut it to him with these 
following verEcs, the elegant expresse of his un- 
fci};iie(l humility. The fii-at coppy relates to the 
pictures and the latter to the font. 
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Aliluitis &o. 
You that to waah yoar flesh and soules draw near, 
Ponder these two examples for you hero : 
Great M^asti.s shewea the holy life, and white, 
PiTiLiKUfl to repentance doth invite ; 
ITartin's pure, hanulcsse life, tooke heaven by 

force, 
Panlinna tooko it by tearcs and rcmorae ; 
Ifartiu leads through victorious palma and flowers, 
Paulinus Icadt's you through ihc poolea anj 

showres. 
You that arc sinners, on Paulinus look, 
You that are saints, great ilartin is your book ; 
The flret example bright and holy is, 
The last, though sad and weeping, loads to blisse. 



4. THE FONT. Hid.' 
The YerseB relating to the Font were these : 
Hie Tqiarcndamm, &c. 
Hebe the great well-spring of wash'd sonlea, with 

beams 
Of loving %ht quickens the lively streams ; 
The Dove descends, and stirs them with her wings. 
So weds these waters to the upper springs. 



' JMpp. ii»— ISO. a. 



Digitized by Google 



842 FOLIA SILTDL2. 

They strait conceive ; a new birth doth proceede 
From the bright streams by an immortiil seed. 
the rare love of Gctd ! eioners wash'd here, 
Come forth pure sainta, all justified and clear. 
80 blest ia death and life, man dyes to sins, 
And lives to God : ein dies, and life begins 
To be reviv'd ; old Adam fiJh away 
And the new lives, bom for eternal sway. 



6. A FLOWEE AND DOTE CEOWNED 

CROSS. Ibid.' 

The painfull crosse with flowers and palms is 

crown'd, 
Which prove it springs, though all in blood 'tia 

drown' d : 
The doves above it show with one consent, 
Heaven opena onely to the innocent. 



6. IHE LORD JESUS, OUR REDEEMER : 

A PAINTINO. im.' 
The paines of saiuts and saints rewa.-ds, are tw/os, 
Tho sadde ciosse'and the orowne which the cioase 



• Ibid pp. ns-a. Q. 
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Here Christ, the Prince both of the cross and crown 
Amongst fresh groves and lillies fully blotrn, 
Stands, a white Lamb bearing the purple crosse : 
White shews His purenesse, red His blood's dear 

To easo His sorrowes the chast turtle sings, 
And fans Him, Bwctting blood, with her bright 

wings; 
While from a shining cloud the Father eyes 
His Son's sad conflict with Uis cDcmies, 
And OQ His blcfscd head lets gently down 
Eternal glory made into a crown. 
About Him stand two flocks of differing notes, 
One of white sheepe, and one of speckled goates ; 
The first posscsso His right hand, and the last 
Stand on Hia left ; tho spotted gontps are cast 
All into thick, deep shades, while from His right 
Tho white sheepe pa^^c into a whiter light. 



7. FESTIVAL AND SAINTS' DAYS. Ihii.'- 

Tbosb sacred daies by tedious Time dcUi'd, 
While tho slow years' bright line about is laid, 
I patiently expect, though much distrest 
By husie longing and a love-sicke breast 



■ Hiid-pp. iSO-2. O. 
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I wish they may outshine all other duies, 

Or when thoy come, so rocompence dekics 

As to outlast the Summer-boara' bright length ; 

Or that fem'd day, when stopt hy divine strength, 

The Buu did tyre the world with bis long light. 

Doubling mens labours, and adjoumiug night. 

As the bright skye with stars, the field with 
flowers. 
The years with difTriog seasons, months and 

houres 
God hath distinguished and inark'd, so HeJ 
With sacred feasts did ease and beaulifie 
The working dayes : because that mixture may 
Hake men— loath to be holy— cv'ry day, 
After long labours, with a freer will 
Adore their Maker, and keepe mindfull still 
Of holyuess, by keeping holy daiea : 
For otherwise they would dislike the waycs 
Of piety as too severe. To cast 
Old customes quite off, and from dune to fast 
Is a great work. To ruune which way we will, 
On plaines is casie, not so up a hill. 

Hence 'tis our good Ood — Who would all men 
bring 
Under the covert of His saving wing — 
Appointed at set times His solemue feasts, 
That by mean services, men might at least 
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Take bold of Christ as by the hemme, and steal 
Helps from His lowest skirts, their soulcs t« hcul. 

For tbe first step to heaven, is to live w<ll 
All our life long, and each day to excel 
In bolynesEc; but since that tares nro found 
And prick my heart with vainc cares, I will 

strive 
To weed tiiem out on feast-dnics, and so thrive 
£y handfula, 'till I may full life obtaine, 
And not be swallow'd of eternall paine, 



ST. PAUI.INUS TO HIS WIFE THERASIA.' 

COME my true consort in my joycs and core ! 
Let this nncertnine and still weeping share 
Of our fraile life be giv'n to Ood. Tou aoo 
How the swift dayes drive hence incessantlie, 
And the fraile, drooping world— though still 

thought gray — 
In scoiet, slow consumption wearesaway. 
All that we have, passe from us : and once past 
Retume no more ; like clouds, tbcy secme to last, 
And so delude loose, greedy mindcs. But where 

> Ibid: pp 161-165. Hitherto ynj imperfectly and 
inaccurately gi Ten, «. g. Mr. Lyte omitted tetj many 
lines, and these among the finest. O. 
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Are now thosu ttim deceits? to what darke sphere 
Are all thoae false firea sanck, which once so ehia'd, 
They captivated soules, and rul'd mankind? 
He that with fifty ploughes hia lands did sow, 
Will acareo be trusted for two osen now ; 
Hia rich, lowd coach, knowD to each crowded 

Btreet, 
Is acid, and he quite tir'd Valkes on his feet. 
Herchonts that— like the san — their voyage made 
From East to West, and by whole aale did trade, 
Are now tum'd scuUer-mcn,' or sadly swett 
In a poore fisher's boat, with line and nett. 
Eingdomes and cities to a period tend ; 
Earth nothing bath, but what must have an end; 
Mankind by plagues, distempers, dearth and 

Tortures and prisons dye both neare and farre ; 
Furie and hato ruge in each living brest. 
Princes with princes. States with States contest; 
An uniyersoU discord mods each Land, 
Peace is quite lout, ' the last times' are at hand ; 
But were these dayea from the Last Day secure. 
So that the world might for more years endure, 
Tet we— like.hireliufts' — should our terme expect, 
And on our day of death each day reflect. 
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For whnt— Thcrasin — doth it us nvailo 

That spntious Btrpiiitipa shall flow nnil TU'vi'r fuilo, 

That ngcd furrosta hio to tyre the winds, 

And flowers each Spring returno nnd kccpe their 

kinda! 
Those atill remaine : but all our fathers dyed. 
And we our selves but for ft'W ilayt'a ubide. 

This ahort time then van not giv'n us ia vuiuc, 
To whom Tyme dyes, in which wo dying gaino, 
But that in time ctemall life ahould be 
Our care, and onllcsse rest our industrie- 
And yet, this lasko, which the rebellious deeme 
Too hai'sh, who Ood's mild lawcs for chaines esteem, 
Suites with the lueektj and harmleasu heart bo right 
That 'tis all caac, all comfort and delight. 
' To love our God with oJl our atrength and will ; 
' To covet nothing ; to devise no ill 
' Against our neighbours ; to procure or doe 
' Nothing to others, which we would not to 
' Our vury selves ; not to revenge onr wrong ; 
* To be content with Utile, not to long 
' For woallh and greatnease ; to despise or jears 
' No man, nnd if we be despised, to bear ; 
' To fuedc the hungry ; to hold fast our crown ; 
' To take from others naught ; to give our owne : 
These ore Bis precepts; and — alas !— in these 
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What ia bo hard, but faith can doe with ease ? 

He that the holy prophets doth beleeve, 

And in God's words relies, words that still live 

And cannot dye ; that in hU heart hatH writ 

His Saviour's death and tryumph, and doth yet 

With constant care, adoiitling no neglect. 

His second, dreadful comming still expect : 

To Bttch a liver earthy things are dead, 

With Heav'n alone, and hopes of heavn, hee's 

fed; 
He is no Tassoll unto worldly trash, 
Nor that hlaok knowledge, which pretends to 

But doth defile : a knowledge, by which men 
With studied care loose Paradise agcn. 
Commands and titles, the vaine world's device, 
With gold — the forward seed of sin and rice — 
He never minds : his uyme is farre more high, 
And stoopeB to nothing lower than the skie ; 
Nor griefe, nor pleasures breed him any pain, 
He nothing feares to loose, would nothing goine ; 
What ever hath not God, he doth detest, 
He lives to Christ, is dead to all the rest. 
This Holy One sent hither firom above 
A rirgin brought forth, shadow'd by the Dove ; 
His skin with stripes, with wicked hands Hia 
laee, 
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And ^ith foule spittle soyl'd and beaten was ; 
A crown of thonicB Hie blessed head did wound, 
Naylee pierc'd His hands and feet, and Hu fast 

bound 
stuck to the painefull Crosus, where hang'd till 

dead, 
With a cold speare His heart's dear blood was shed. 
All this for man, for bad, ungratefiill man 
The true God suffer'd ! not that sufferings can 
Adde to His glory ought, Who can receive 
Accesse front nothing, Whom none can bereave. 
Of His all-fuUnesse : but the blest designe 
Of His sad death was to save me from mine : 
He dying bore my sins, and the third dajr 
His early rising raie'd me tram the clay. 
To such great mercies what shall I preferre, 
Or who &om loving God shall me deterre ? 
Bume me alive, with curious, skilfull paiue. 
Cut up and search each warme and breathing vaine. 
When all b don<i, death brings a quick release, 
And the poore mangled body sleeps in peace. 
Hale me to prisons, shut me up in brasse, 
Uy still tcee soul from thence to God shall passe ; 
Banish or bind me, I can be no where 
A stranger, nor alone ; my God js there. 
I foare not famine ; bow can he be sed 
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To aterve. who fccdes upon the living bread ? 
And yot this courage springs not from my store, 
Christ gave it mc, Who can give much, much 

more; 
I of my selfe can nothing dare or doe, 
He bids me fight, and makes me conquer too. 
If— like great Abr'hnm— I should have command 
To leave my father's house and native Land, 
I would with joy to unknown regions nm, 
Bearing the banner of His blessed Son. 
On worldly goods I will have no dcsigne, 
But use my owne, as if mine were not mine ; 
"Wealth I'le not wonder at, nor greatnesse aeeke, 
But chuse — though laugh'd at— to be poore and 

meeke. 
In woe and wealth I'le keepe the same stay'd 

mind, 
Griefe shall not breake me, nor joyes make me 

blind : 
Uy dearest Jesu9 I'le still praise, and He 
Shall with songs of deliverance compasse me. 

Then come my Mthfull consort ! joyne with me 
In this good fight, and my true helper be ; 
Cheare me when sad, advise me when I stray, 
Let as be each the other's guide and stay ; 
Be your lord's guardian : give joynt ayde and due, 
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Helpc liim when fttlnc, rise, wben hn belpetli you, 
That so we may aot onely one fleah be, 
l!ut !q one Spirit, nnd one Will agree. 



QN, PRIMTUIS, CHDnCB STBtXT, BLUXBDftH. 
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